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EOY'S    WIFE. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE    GIRL   HE   LEFT   BEHIND   HIM  ! 

A  LIEUTENANT  in  the  Eoyal  Navy,  by  no 
means  laid  on  the  shelf,  could  have  but  few 
opportunities  of  ingratiating  himself  with  a 
young  lady  in  that  class,  for  which  the 
amusements  of  a  London  season  constitute  the 
great  business  of  life,  during  four  months  of 
every  year.  The  fact  of  her  being  an  heiress, 
and  only  daughter,  seemed  but  to  place  her 
more  completely  out  of  reach ;  and  Collingwood 
Brail,  walkiug  pensively  home  to  Corner  Street, 
had  the  good  sense  to  tell  himself  that,  for  all 
its   romance,  this   late  vision  of  love  in   the 

VOL.   II.  •  B 
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azaleas  must  henceforth  be  looked  back  to  as  a 
dream. 

The  imao:e  of  that  handsome,  hioh-bred 
girl,  in  her  light  summer  dress,  herself  so  like 
a  flower,  would  haunt  him  for  years.  That 
could  not  be  helped.  He  would  think  of  her 
when  he  walked  the  deck,  keeping  his  watches 
in  the  golden  tropical  nights,  while  topsails 
and  courses  were  bleached  in  the  moonlight, 
and  the  ship  almost  steered  herself,  smooth 
and  easy,  on  an  even  keel.  Yes,  there  could 
be  no  harm  in  thinking  of  her  at  all  times  and 
seasons,  in  harbour  or  at  sea,  always  the  last 
thing  before  going  to  sleep  when  he  turned  in. 
She  would  never  know  it.  What  matter  ?  A 
man  must  do  his  duty  according  to  his  rating, 
fore  and  aft,  below  and  aloft.  It  was  no  use 
whining!  As  for  getting  spliced  to  such  an 
angel,  he  might  as  well  expect  to  be  a  rear- 
admiral  in  next  week's  Gazette  I  No.  He 
must  stick  to  his  profession,  and  make  up  his 
mind  not  to  see  Miss  Bruce  again. 

But  on  his  table  lay  a  smooth,  glazed  card, 
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such  as  he  disrespectfully  termed  an  "  invite  to 
a  hop,"  setting  forth,  in  polite  language,  that 
Mrs.  Lio^htfoot  would  be  at  home  the  same 
eveninpr  at  ten  o'clock,  with  the  word  "dancino-" 
added  in  fine  Italian  characters,  lest  visitors 
should  be  taken  unawares.  He  had  no  earthly- 
reason  to  suppose  that  this  hospitable  lady 
numbered  Miss  Bruce  among  her  acquaintance; 
but  after  "holding  on,"  as  he  called  it,  in 
profound  reflection  for  five  minutes,  he  rang 
the  bell,  ordered  his  pumps  to  be  polished  up 
to  the  nines,  and  hardened  his  heart  to  go. 

Mrs.  Phipps,  who  had  herself  starched  and 
folded  his  white  neckcloth,  inspected  him 
critically  before  she  let  him  out,  observing, 
with  her  usual  freedom,  that  "if  the  young 
ladies  didn't  flock  round  this  handsome  sailor, 
like  flies  to  a  jam-pot,  they  was  a  good  deal 
changed  since  her  day,  and  changed  moreover 
for  the  worse  !  " 

Fortune,  while  captious  and  uncertain,  is 
so  far  a  woman  that  she  favours  those  who 
trust  her  without  reserve.     Before  vouno^  Brail 
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had  been  five  minutes  in  the  dancing-room, 
Miss  Bruce  entered  it  with  her  chaperone,  and, 
to  the  credit  of  our  blue-jacket  be  it  said,  that 
he  hesitated  not  one  momcDt,  but,  like  the 
gallant  tar  immortalised  in  verse, — 

"  He  stepped  up  unto  her,  and  made  a  congee, 
And  axed  of  her  pardon,  'for  makin'  of  so  free :  " 

leading  her  off  in  triumph  to  a  quadrille,  which, 
on  first  acquaintance,  is  perhaps  a  more  eligible 
dance  than  a  waltz. 

Modest  and  unassuming,  CoUingwood  Brail 
was  by  no  means  shy.  Like  most  of  his 
profession,  he  had  plenty  of  self-confidence,  of 
self- consciousness  none  at  all.  Miss  Bruce, 
rather  tired  of  the  conventional  dandy,  who 
may,  or  may  not,  be  amusing,  but  is  invariably 
egotistical,  found  her  new  admirer  a  most 
agreeable  partner;  so  much  so  that  she 
consented  to  accompany  him  to  the  tea-room, 
unconsciously  riveting  his  fetters  with  the  slim 
white  hand  she  ungloved  while  giving  him  a 
bunch  of  film  and  gossamer,  that  represented 
fan    and   handkerchief,   to   hold   in   his   own.. 
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These  little  graces  completely  finished  him. 
She  had  made  him  fast  now  with  a  double 
turn,  and  from  that  moment  Mrs.  Lightfoot's 
ball,  its  lustres,  music,  and  decorations,  with 
all  his  other  partners,  ceased  to  have  any 
intrinsic  value  whatever,  rendered  precious 
only  as  contributing  to  the  greater  glorification 
of  Miss  Bruce. 

She  danced  with  him  once  more  after 
supper,  and  in  that  blissful  measure  he 
contrived  to  make  himself  acquainted  with 
her  tastes  and  usual  haunts ;  but  his  leave  was 
nearly  out,  and  he  only  met  her  again,  by  one 
of  those  accidents  which  happen  so  often,  at 
the  Royal  Academy,  after  pervading  that 
exhibition  for  three  mortal  hours,  till  his  head 
swam  and  his  eyes  ached,  while  hat  and  boots 
felt  so  tight  he  could  hardly  bear  to  keep  them 
on.  Here  she  gave  him  a  moment  of  intense 
happiness  by  stopping  before  a  sea-piece, 
ordering  him  to  explain  its  details,  and  profess- 
ing an  interest  in  everything  pertaining  to 
ships  or  sailors   that   set   his   pulses   tingling 
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with  delight.  Such  confidential  interviews 
fleet  only  too  fast,  but  he  managed  to  hint 
that  those  who  went  to  sea  carried  with  them 
many  sweet  memories  from  the  shore ;  and 
though  she  looked  down  and  made  no  answer, 
she  seemed  to  think  they  left  behind  them 
pleasing  recollections  in  their  turn. 

While  he  walked  along  Piccadilly,  he  felt 
as  if  he  had  hazarded  a  declaration  in  form ; 
but  catching  sight  of  her  sweet  face,  half  an 
hour  later,  in  an  open  carriage  bowling  through 
the  Park,  a  chill  crept  round  his  heart  with  the 
conviction  that  after  all  they  lived  in  separate 
worlds,  and  that  when  out  of  sight  he  was  no 
more  to  her  than  the  crossing-sweeper  in  the 
street. 

There  are  hot  and  cold  fits  in  these  maladies 
both  equally  unreasonable.  It  is  strange  that 
the  more  experience  men  acquire  in  such 
matters,  the  less  subject  are  they  to  attacks  of 
diffidence  and  despondency,  estimating  their 
chances  of  winning  in  an  inverse  ratio  to  their 
own  value  and  appreciation  of  the  prize.     In 
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the  first  flush  of  manhood,  they  believe  no 
woman  thinks  them  worth  looking  at ;  in  the 
decline  of  middle  age,  they  fancy  themselves 
objects  of  interest  and  admiration  to  all.  My 
own  observation  leads  me  to  conclude  that  in 
love-making,  as  in  other  hazardous  amusements, 
confidence  is  a  prime  element  of  success.  A 
rider  should  leap  without  misgiving  to  the 
saddle,  a  swimmer  trust  himself  fearlessly  to 
the  wave ;  and  he  who  would  advance  in  tlie 
good  graces  of  a  lady,  old  or  young,  must  be 
persuaded  of  his  eventual  success — above  all, 
must  spare  her  the  exertion  of  meeting  him 
half-way.  However  premature  the  advances 
of  an  admirer,  no  woman  is  quite  taken  so 
much  by  surprise  as  she  would  have  him 
think. 

But  Mr.  Brail's  captain  was  one  of  those 
smart  officers  who  insist  on  the  duty  being 
done;  and  within  twenty-four  hours  of  our 
young  lieutenant's  visit  to  the  Academy  he 
had  touched  his  hat  to  her  Majesty's  quarter- 
deck, and  reported  himself  come  on  board,  with 
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little  chance  of  setting  foot  on  English  ground 
again  till  the  ship  was  paid  off.  He  might 
not  have  revisited  London  during  the  whole 
time  she  remained  in  commission,  but  that  he 
was  allowed  to  volunteer  for  the  Arctic 
Expedition ;  and  on  being  transferred  to  the 
Aurora,  made  another  trip  to  the  metropolis 
for  completion  of  his  kit.  Of  course  he  put 
up  in  Corner  Street,  and  equally  of  course  he 
so  disposed  his  leisure  as  to  meet  Miss  Bruce 
more  than  once,  perhaps  tv/o  or  three  times, 
always  in  rooms  full  of  people,  and  vigilantly 
guarded  by  her  friends.  It  was  love-making 
under  difficulties,  I  admit.  "  A  cat,"  they  say, 
"may  look  at  ^  king,"  but  she  must  not  stare 
too  often  or  too  long ;  and  poor  pussy  would 
soon  be  made  to  know  her  place  if  her  eyes 
expressed  half  the  affectionate  admiration  she 
felt.  I  protest  these  two  young  people  never 
exchanged  a  word  that  might  not  have  been 
entered  on  the  ship's  log,  and  yet  each  was 
conscious  of  some  mysterious  interest  in 
common,  some  vague  and  delightful  illusion^ 


THE  GIRL  HE  LEFT  BEHIND  HIM!      9 

shared  by  the  other,  and  forming  the  happiness 
of  both. 

Once  he  plucked  up  courage  to  ask  for  a 
flower — forty  people  were  looking  on — and  she 
refused.  "  I  should  like  to  give  you  something 
better/^  she  murmured,  with  a  glance  over  her 
bouquet  that  was  well  worth  all  the  posies  ever 
gathered  in  a  garden ;  and  from  that  moment 
a  faint  ray  of  hope  began  to  tremble  in  the 
darkness,  like  the  false  dawn  he  had  so  often 
welcomed  in  his  morning  watch,  because  he 
knew  it  was  a  sure  forerunner  of  day.  Their 
farewell,  half-an-hour  later,  sounded  common- 
place enough. 

"  Good-bye,  Miss  Bruce  1  I  shall  not  see 
you  again  before  I  sail." 

"  No,  indeed  !  I  am  so  sorry  for  you,  Mr. 
'Brail.     How  cold  you  will  be.     Good-bye!" 

But  cold  as  it  was  in  latitude  84^  he 
contrived  to  keep  that  farewell  warm  in  his 
heart,  because  of  the  wistful  look  that  accom- 
panied it,  and  a  little  tremble  in  its  accents 
detected  by  no  ear  but  his  own. 
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And  now  lie  was  back  in  England,  hearty, 
safe,  and  warm,  pointed  at  wherever  he  went 
as  one  of  a  handful  of  heroes,  proudly  conscious 
that  he  had  done  his  duty,  and  delighted  to 
look  in  the  homely,  honest  face  of  his  hostess 
once  again. 

"So  you  come  to  see  me  first!''  said 
Mrs.  Phipps  in  a  tone  of  exceeding  triumph, 
when  she  had  pushed  her  visitor  by  main  force 
into  her  own  particular  chair.  "  Not  before 
your  mother?— now  don't  say  it.  I  know  you 
better  than  that." 

''  My  mother  was  on  the  jetty  when  I  came 
ashore,"  he  answered  laughing.  "  I  had  the 
greatest  difficulty  in  preventing  her  from 
treating  the  boat's  crew  with  new  rum,  and 
making  every  man-jack  of  them  beastly 
drunk ! " 

"  Have  you  brought  her  to  London  ?  Why 
didn't  she  come  here  ?  " 

"  Because  I  left  her  at  home.  I  am  going 
back  in  a  day  or  two,  but  I  was  bound  to  get 
to  London  at  once.     I  didn't  even  go  round 
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by  Xether- Warden  to  see  the  old  ladies,  I 
was  in  such  a  precious  hurry  to  shake  you  by 
the  hand." 

Mrs.  Phipps  wiped  her  eyes.  So  conclusive 
a  mark  of  friendship  could  not  but  be  gratifying, 
and  no  doubt  the  lieutenant  was  sincere,  not 
in  the  least  suspecting  that  he  hankered  after 
London  because  he  learned  from  his  aunt's 
letters  that  the  usual  inmates  of  Warden-Towers 
had  gone  to  town  for  the  season. 

''  You'll  take  some  tea,  my  dear  ?  "  continued 
Mrs.  Phipps,  full  of  affectionate  hospitality. 
"  It  will  be  made  dii^ectly  the  kettle  boils. 
Xelly !  Nelly ! "  she  continued,  throwing  up 
the  window  of  the  glass  case  in  which  Mrs. 
John  sat  over  her  accounts,  "  you're  wanted 
in  the  parlour  this  minute.  Never  mind  the 
washing- book  just  now.  Here's  somebody 
come  to  see  you  that's  dropped  from  the 
clouds  ! " 

Mrs.  John's  heart  made  a  great  jump,  and 
then  stood  still.  She  was  white  to  the  lips,  as  she 
emerged  from  her  hiding-place,  and  her  knees 
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SO  sliook  she  could  with  difficulty  stand  upright. 
It  was  wonderful  how  quickly  she  recovered 
her  composure,  when,  on  entering  her  aunt's 
sitting-room,  the  Arctic  navigator  grasped  her 
cordially  by  the  hand.  Even  to  herself  the 
greeting  she  offered  seemed  cold  and  restrained. 
It  needed  a  strong  effort  to  conceal  her  dis- 
appointment and  infuse  a  little  heartiness  into 
her  tone. 

She  had  expected  something  so  different ! 
A  sad,  forgiving  face,  loving,  reproachful,  yet 
more  in  sorrow  than  in  anger,  and  a  husband's 
arms  ojDen  to  take  her  back  in  silent  welcome 
to  his  heart  and  home. 

The  sailor  only  thought  she  looked  worn, 
worried,  and  in  weak  health,  attributing  her 
pale  cheeks  to  a  London  atmosphere,  and 
deciding  that  she  wanted  nothing  to  set  her  up 
again  but  a  good  long  cruise  in  the  country  for 
change  of  air. 

"  Why,  Miss  Burton  !  "  he  exclaimed,  with 
friendly  interest  and  concern,  ''  you've  not  been 
ill,  have  you?     Handsome  you  always  were, 
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and  always  will  be,  but,  my  dear  young  lady, 
what  have  you  done  to  lose  all  your  roses  since 
I  saw  you  last  ?  " 

"You  must  not  call  me  Miss  Burton,"  she 
replied,  with  the  ghost  of  a  smile.  "  I  go  by 
the  name  of  John  now — ]\Irs.  John — do  you 
think  it  pretty  ?  Hasn't  auntie  told  you  I've 
got  married  while  you  were  at  sea  ?  " 

''  Married  !  "  he  repeated.  *'  Spliced  !  you 
take  away  my  breath !  And  yet,"  he  added 
gallantly,  ''  I  don't  know  why  I  should  be 
surprised,  except  at  your  finding  anybody 
good  enough.  Well,  I  hope  you  are  very 
happy,  and  I'm  sure  I  wish  you  joy  with  all 
my  heart ! " 

He  took  both  her  hands,  and  wondered  to 
feel  them  lie  so  cold  and  listless  in  his  own. 

Nelly  had  plenty  of  courage.  Her  frank, 
open  disposition  made  her  only  too  ready  to 
take  the  bull  by  the  horns,  and  it  was  her 
nature  to  trust  a  friend  without  reserve. 

"  Mr.  Brail,"  said  she,  "  joy  does  not  come 
by  wishing,  and  whether  it's  our  own  fault  or 
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not,  very  few  of  us  seem  meant  to  be  happy 
in  this  world.  I  am  married,  as  I  told  you. 
I  can't  bring  myself  to  wish  it  undone,  and  yet 
I  know  it  would  have  been  better  to  remain  as 
I  was.  T  had  rather  hear  your  adventures  than 
talk  of  myself.  Now  sit  down  again  in  that 
easy- chair,  till  aunt  comes  back  with  the  tea, 
and  tell  me  about  the  North  Pole — wasn't  it 
very  cold  ?  " 

He  could  not  help  laughing.  "  Cold  !  yes, 
of  course  it  was  cold,  else  there  wouldn't  be 
such  a  lot  of  ice.  It's  very  odd,  since  I  came 
ashore  everybody  has  asked  me  the  same 
question.  I  feel  sure  my  aunts  will  want  to 
know  if  I  wore  flannel  next  my  skin,  and  had 
my  bed  warmed  every  night !  Cold  and 
lime-juice,  lime-juice  and  cold,  that's  all  a 
landsman  can  make  of  the  expedition.  Good 
things  in  their  way,  but  a  man  may  have  a 
surfeit  of  both." 

"  We  heard  you  had  too  much  of  one  and 
too  little  of  the  other,"  said  Nelly,  who  some- 
times read  a  morning  paper,  chiefly,  I  believe, 
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to  see  if  Mr.  Roy  was  mentioned  in  tlie 
fashionable  intelligence. 

"  Ah  !  now  you  want  me  to  tell  tales  out 
of  school !  Don't  believe  what  you  see  in  the 
newspapers,  Miss  Burton — I  beg  your  pardon, 
Mrs.  John.  There's  many  a  lubber  sits  in  a 
warm  room  with  a  pen  in  his  hand  professing 
to  teach  me  my  duty  two  thousand  miles  off  in 
a  gale  of  wind  on  a  lee-shore,  and  all  the  while 
it  would  puzzle  him  to  take  a  Thames  wherry 
from  London  to  Southwark !  When  I  see  a 
statement  in  print,  my  first  impression  is  not 
to  believe  a  word  of  it." 

Nelly  stared — never  having  considered  the 
great  invention  of  ci\dlisation  from  this  point 
of  view,  but  felt  inclined  to  agree  with  the 
outspoken  seaman  nevertheless. 

"  I'll  believe  all  you  tell  me,"  she  observed, 
*'  only  begin  at  once.  Aunt  will  be  here  with 
the  tea  in  five  minutes,  and  I've  heard  nothing 

yet." 

"  First,  will  you  answer  me  a  question  ?  " 
"  Of  course,  if  I  can." 
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"  Is  there  much  going  on  just  now  in  the 
way  of — in  the  way  of — well,  gaiety,  I  suppose 
you  call  it,  Mrs.  John.  Dances  and  parties, 
and  that  kind  of  thing  '? " 

"  I  am  the  last  person  to  ask,"  she 
answered,  half  surprised,  half  amused.  "  I 
can  give  you  the  Morning  Post^  if  you  like, 
and  you  can  see  for  yourself.  You  may 
believe  the  fashionable  column  though  it  is  in 
print." 

"  All  right,"  he  said.  "  Now  I'll  be  as  good 
as  my  word.  I  am  ready  to  tell  you  every- 
thing you  want  to  know." 

While  he  spoke,  Mrs.  Phipps  entered  the 
room,  followed  by  a  maid  with  a  well-spread 
tray,  and  the  account  of  the  Arctic  Expedition 
was  deferred  till  after  tea. 


CHAPTER  II. 

CIKCE. 

The  Eoyston  butcher,  a  prosperous  person, 
who  generally  owns  a  trotter,  has  driven  away 
from  the  back  premises  of  the  Grange  with  a 
well-pleased  smile.  The  baker  also,  a  church- 
warden and  man  of  mark  in  the  parish,  has 
shouldered  his  basket,  and  returned  to  his 
ovens  at  peace  with  all  mankind.  One  or  two 
shop-keepers  from  the  neighbouring  market- 
town  have  been  paid  their  bills  in  full,  finding, 
much  to  their  contentment,  that  the  house- 
keeper is  satisfied  with  a  smaller  douceur  than 
they  were  prepared  to  give.  Mrs.  Mopus,  they 
opine,  is  an  excellent  woman  of  business, 
methodical,  clear-headed :  quite  the  lady  in 
dress  and  manners,  with  a  proper  sense  of 
that  live-and-let-live  system,  which  seems  so 
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advantageous  to  the  profits  of  their  respective 
trades.  Mr.  Roy  leaves  everything  to  her 
management.  She  understands  economy  tho- 
roughly, and  is  not  above  the  duties  of  her 
place. 

These  would  seem  more  onerous  than 
might  be  supposed  in  the  absence  of  the 
family,  and  consequent  diminution  of  weekly 
expenditure.  They  confine  Mrs.  Mopus  for 
hours  together  in  her  own  private  apartment, 
where  she  sits  over  her  desk  in  the  attitude  of 
a  child  learning  to  ^Tite,  trying  steel-pens  one 
after  another  with  a  degree  of  care  and  precision 
that  appears  superfluous  for  so  easy  a  task  as 
the  adding  up  a  column  of  figures  in  a  book. 
"  It's  a  difficult  job,"  says  she,  stretching  her 
fingers,  cramped  with  long-continued  effort, 
*'  but  I  have  mastered  it  at  last.  I  don't  think 
you  would  know  one  wTiting  from  the  other 
yourself,  my  fine  Madam,  and  I'm  sure  Mr.  Eoy 
wouldn't,  even  if  he  should  take  it  into  his 
simple  head  to  audit  his  own  accounts,  a  thing 
he  has  never  done  but  twice  since  I've  been 
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with  him.  That  man  was  born  to  be  put 
upon.  If  I  didn't  make  my  profit  of  him, 
another  would  ! " 

Then  she  drew  from  a  drawer  a  sheet  of 
note-paper  on  which  were  a  few  lines  of 
directions  for  the  repair  of  table-linen,  written 
in  Mrs.  Roy's  clear,  running-hand,  and  compared 
it  with  her  own  imitation.  The  latter  was  an 
exact  counter-part  of  its  original;  and  so  well 
had  Mrs.  Mopus  succeeded  in  her  dishonest 
undertaking,  that  she  had  tauo'ht  herself  to 
falsify,  without  fear  of  detection,  entries  and 
figures  in  the  house-books,  which  Mrs.  Roy, 
til]  the  day  of  her  departure,  had  scrupulously 
kept  with  her  own  hand.  She  expected  to 
reap  no  small  harvest  from  her  ingenuity  when 
her  master  came  to  settle  these ;  and  was 
enabled,  therefore,  to  discharge  the  tradesmen's 
bills  with  a  liberality  that  astonished  them, 
both  on  Mr.  Roy's  account  and  her  own. 

She  had  received  a  letter  from  him  to  say 
that  he  would  be  home  on  the  morrow,  but 
only  for  a  few  hours,  to  look  round  the  place. 
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pay  bills,  and  leave  her  some  money  to  go  on 
with.  Business  in  town,  he  wrote,  obliged 
him  to  return  by  the  evening  train ;  and  Mrs. 
Mopus,  keen-sighted  enough  when  her  own 
interests  were  concerned,  trembled  lest  this 
business  should  mean  overtures  of  reconciliation 
with  his  wife. 

"  Not  if  I  know  it !  "  she  muttered,  shutting 
her  desk  with  a  vicious  snap.  "  It  has  been 
'pull  devil,  pull  baker'  ever  since  she  first 
came  into  our  house,  with  her  cool,  commanding 
airs,  and  mean,  prying  ways.  It  will  be  strange 
if  I  can't  pull  hardest  yet.  I  am  up  to  your 
tricks,  my  lady.  I  can  see  through  you  as  if 
you  was  made  of  glass ;  and  the  day  you  walk 
in  at  the  front-door,  I  walk  out  at  the  back ! 
But  that  day  will  never  come — don't  think  it ! 
Other  people  can  turn  gentlemen  round  their 
fingers  besides  you ;  and  it's  strange  if  Mr. 
Boy  don't  believe  just  whatever  I  please. 
Dear,  dear,  if  I  had  only  been  ten  years 
younger,  I  could  have  made  a  fool  of  him,  as 
well  as  any  lady  in  the  land !  " 
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He  was  making  a  fool  of  himself,  at 
present,  without  even  the  excuse  of  downright 
earnest  for  his  extravagancies.  Resolving  every 
morning  to  break  off  his  intimacy  with  Lady 
Jane,  and  calling  on  her  every  afternoon,  he 
was  yet  tortured  by  a  hankering  after  the 
wife  who  had  left  his  house,  while  pride  and 
indecision  alike  forbade  his  aiming  at  a  better 
understanding,  and  he  scorned  even  to  inquire 
whether  she  was  in  London  or  not. 

Her  ladyship,  too,  had  become  captious  and 
exacting.  There  is  nothing  a  woman  accepts 
so  readily  as  a  false  position ;  nothing  that, 
after  she  has  tried  it,  irritates  her  so  much. 
"  What  do  I  care  for  the  world's  opinion,  if  I 
have  only  got  yoa!''  Though  somewhat 
reckless,  does  not  the  sentiment  seem  noble, 
generous,  self-sacrificing?  How  much  less 
sweet  is  the  same  voice  in  a  month  or  two, 
when  it  protests,  "  You  have  no  consideration 
— no  proper  feeling.  One  cannot  be  too 
careful,  when  everybody  is  watching,  and  you 
have  no  right  to  show  me  up  I " 
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What  Lady  Jane  wanted,  as  she  told  herself, 
was  that  Mr.  Roy  should  put  away  his  wife, 
and  marry  her  out  of  hand.  To  talk  of  its 
being  impossible,  was  all  nonsense !  Did  not 
people,  we  all  knew,  get  divorces  every  day? 
This  she  was  justified  in  expecting,  and  with 
less  than  this  she  would  not  be  satisfied.  If 
Mr.  Roy  had  neither  courage  nor  ability  to 
take  so  decided  a  part,  there  was  but  one 
alternative  :  she  must  give  him  up,  brave  the 
covert  sarcasm  of  her  friends,  who,  while 
applauding  her  prudence,  would  iofer  that  he 
had  got  tired  of  her,  and  resolve  never  to  see 
him  again  1  She  did  not  half  like  the  notion. 
How  dull  her  afternoons  would  be  without 
him;  and  if  she  wanted  to  be  taken  to  the 
play,  she  must  be  taken  by  somebody  else ! 
Her  ladyship  rather  prided  herself  on  constancy, 
and  was  beginning  to  fancy,  with  admirable 
self-deception,  that  she  had  been  in  love  with 
Mr.  Roy  all  her  life. 

These  conflicting  feelings,  this  consciousness 
of  insincerity,  or  rather  what  we  may  term 


CIRCE.  '  23 

half-heartedness,  was  bad  for  the  tempers  of 
both.  The  one  thought  the  other  exacting, 
the  other  not  only  thought,  but  said,  she  was 
ill-used.  The  gentleman  grew  silent,  the  lady 
spiteful.  On  a  certain  evening,  while  shivering 
together  in  a  chilly  cloak-room,  they  almost 
came  to  open  rupture ;  and  though  the  Latin 
poet  tells  us  that  lovers'  quarrels  are  a  renewal 
of  love,  Cupid  in  London  is  exceedingly 
impatient  of  punishment.  If  you  whip  this 
little  unbreeched  boy  too  smartly,  he  is  apt  to 
run  away  and  take  refuge  with  somebody  else ! 
The  most  permanent  attachments  are  those 
of  which  the  stream  glides  smooth  and  silent. 
Custom  sits  comfortably  by  the  drawing-room 
fire,  long  after  sentiment  has  been  turned  out 
of  doors  into  the  street.  If  I  wanted  a  lady 
to  care  for  me,  she  should  hear  of  me  very 
much,  and  see  me  very  little ;  for  you  must 
keep  your  hawk  hungry,  when  you  would  have 
her  stoop  freely  to  the  lure.  I  should  never 
come  near  her  unless  prepared  to  be  agreeable ; 
and  though  true  as  steel,  of  course,  would  not 
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let  her  feel  too  certain  of  her  dominion  while  I 
was  out  of  sight.  Above  all,  I  should  avoid 
such  scenes  as  the  following,  which  were  now 
enacted  by  Lady  Jane  and  her  old  admirer, 
almost  every  day. 

"  Where  did  you  go  last  night  when  you 
left  here  ?     Straight  home  ?  " 

"  No.  It  was  too  early  for  bed,  and  I  went 
on  to  smoke  a  cigar  at  my  club." 

"  Nowhere  between  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  just  looked  in  at  Lady  Pandora's ; 
but  I  don't  think  I  stayed  ^lyq  minutes." 

"  Lady  Pandora !  That  odious  woman ! 
When  you  know  I  detest  her !  The  only 
person  in  our  own  set  that  I  positively  refuse 
to  visit.  And  it  was  miles  out  of  your  way. 
You  must  have  had  some  attraction  ? " 

"  What  attraction  could  I  have  ?  She  has 
asked  me  regularly  for  every  one  of  her 
Tuesdays,  so  I  walked  in,  made  my  bow,  and 
walked  out  again.     Why  shouldn't  I  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  of  course,  I  have  no  right  to  object, 
neither  can  it  matter  to  me^  one  way  or  the 


CIRCE.  25 

other.  I  dare  say  you  found  it  very  pleasant. 
Who  was  there  ?  " 

"  The  Morning  Post  will  tell  you  that.  All 
London,  I  should  think,  except  yourself.  A 
thousand  women,  each  with  a  train  seven  feet 
lono[.     There  wasn't  much  standino^-room." 

"  Was  the  Sphinx  one  of  them  ?  I  don't 
care  about  the  other  nine  hundred  and  ninety- 
nine." 

Now  the  Sphinx,  so  called  from  her 
magnificent  bust,  classical  features,  and  exceed- 
ing taciturnity,  was  a  young  lady  recently 
arrived  in  London  from  the  United  States. 

For  more  than  a  year  it  had  been  the 
fashion  to  admire  everything  American;  and 
the  Sphinx  found  a  series  of  triumphs  waiting 
for  her  in  Belgravia  that  she  never  could  have 
achieved  in  New  York.  Lady  Jane,  with 
considerable  ingenuity  of  self-torment,  had 
chosen  to  fancy  this  lately-imported  beauty 
wanted  to  captivate  Mr.  Koy. 

"  Of  course  she  was,"  answered  that  gentle- 
man rather  nervously,  for,  like  the  rest  of  his 
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sex,  lie  dreaded  the  commencement  of  a  row. 
'*  I  defy  you  to  go  anywhere  without  meeting 
the  Sphinx — as  large  as  life,  in  a  new  dress 
from  Paris,  just  unpacked,  worth  ever  so  many 
thousand  dollars,  and  cut  down  to  low  water 
mark,  at  least ! " 

"  You  can't  turn  it  off  like  that  1  You  may 
as  well  admit  that  you  went  to  Lady  Pandora's 
on  purpose  to  meet  her.  Don't  flatter  yourself 
I  care.  It's  only  of  a  piece  with  everything 
else." 

They  were  sitting  as  usual  in  Lady  Jane's 
boudoir.  The  visitor  stretched  bodily  in  an 
easy- chair,  mentally  laid  out  to  be  broken  on 
the  wheel;  his  hostess  placed  opposite,  on  a 
sofa,  with  her  back  to  the  light,  and  some 
embroidery  in  her  lap,  that  progressed  but 
slowly,  stitch  by  stitch. 

"Lady  Jane,"  said  Mr.  Eoy,  with  a 
solemnity  that  seemed  ludicrous  even  to 
himself,  "how  often  must  I  assure  you,  that  I 
care  no  more  for  the  Sphinx,  as  you  call  her, 
than  I  do  for — for — " 
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"  Than  you  do  for  me  !  Or  for  any  of  us  I " 
interrupted  her  ladyship  with  asperity.  "  That 
only  makes  it  worse.  That  only  shows  you 
have  no  feelings,  no  heart.  I  ought  to  have 
seen  it  long  ago,  when  you  broke  off  with  me 
at  first ! " 

This,  from  a  lady  by  whom  he  had  been 
outrageously  jilted,  was  ''rather  too  good." 
It  roused  him  to  assert  himself  as  he  should 
have  done  from  the  beo^innino^. 

"  If  you  think  that,  Lady  Jane,"  said  he, 
rising  as  about  to  take  leave,  "  you  have  done 
a  life's  injustice  to  both  of  us.  When  we  were 
young  I  loved  you  so  dearly  that  to  lose  you 
drove  me  out  of  England  and  nearly  broke  my 
heart.  I  think  you  knew  this  as  well  as  I  did. 
If  you  had  been  my  wife,  and  it  was  your  own 
choice  that  you  were  not,  I  would  have  tried  to 
make  you  happy.  I  see  it  would  be  impossible 
to  do  so  now.  Perhaps  it  is  my  fault. 
Perhaps  I  am  changed.  I  have  had  my  share 
of  troubles,  and  I  dare  say  they  have  soured 
me.     I  may  be  incapable  of  that  exaggerated 
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devotion  which  women  seem  to  expect ;  but  I 
can  only  tell  you,  believe  it  or  not  as  you  like, 
that  to  this  day  I  go  round  any  distance  to 
pass  the  old  elm  where  you  and  I  parted  in 
Kensington  Gardens  all  those  years  ago.  I 
had  heart  and  feelings  the7i.  I  knew  it  to  my 
cost ! " 

His  voice  shook,  and  there  was  a  ring  of 
truth  in  its  tone.  She  bent  over  her  work  to 
hide  the  tear  that  would  steal  over  her  nose 
and  fall  on  the  embroidery  in  her  lap. 

"Sit  down  again,"  she  murmured.  "Are 
you  quite  sure  you  don't  care  for  the  Sphinx — ■ 
not  the  least  little  bit  in  the  world  ?  " 

"  The  Sphinx ! "  His  tone  must  have 
carried  conviction  to  the  most  suspicious  of 
rivals,  it  expressed  so  profound  a  contempt  for 
the  suggestion,  perhaps  because  of  its  extreme 
improbability ;  the  young  lady  in  question, 
who  was  only  half  his  age,  being  at  present 
much  sought  after  by  the  highest  magnates  in 
the  land. 

"  If  I  could  only  believe  it ! "  sighed  Lady 
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Jane,  smiling  through  her  tears,  with  an 
upward  look  that  made  her  beauty  more 
alluring  than  ever.  "  You  cannot  understand. 
A  woman's  happiness  is  so  wholly  dependent 
on  the  aflfection  of  the  man  she — the  man  she 
— I  won't  be  afraid  to  say  it — the  man  she 
loves  ! " 

Then  down  dropped  her  work  on  the 
carpet,  and,  hiding  her  face  in  her  hands,  she 
burst  out  crying  in  good  earnest. 

To  use  Lord  Fitzowen's  expression,  "the 
coach  was  getting  the  better  of  the  horses ; " 
and  it  was  time  to  stop  now,  if  John  Roy  ever 
meant  to  stop  at  all.  He  wondered  what  made 
him  think  of  Fitz  at  such  a  moment.  The 
image  of  his  lordship,  which  was  somewhat 
unwelcome,  and  the  necessity  of  picking  up  the 
embroidery,  afforded  an  interval  of  reflection, 
and  he  resisted  with  laudable  discretion  his 
first  impulse  to  take  Lady  Jane  in  his  arms, 
and  console  her  as  best  he  might. 

How  she  did,  or  did  not,  expect  him  to  act, 
must  be   matter   of  conjecture ;    for   at   this 
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interesting  juncture,  tlie  bump  of  a  tray  against 
the  door  announced  the  arrival  of  a  footman 
with  tea.  The  lady,  in  spite  of  her  deeper 
agitation,  recovered  composure  far  quicker 
than  the  gentleman;  while  the  well-drilled 
servant,  whose  manners  and  figure  had  recom- 
mended him  to  several  first-rate  situations, 
neither  betrayed  nor  indeed  felt  the  slightest 
symptoms  of  surprise. 

By  the  time  a  spider-table  could  be  drawn 
from  its  corner,  and  the  tea-things  arranged 
thereon,  visitor  and  hostess  had  returned  to 
their  senses,  the  status  ante  was  re-established, 
and  they  were  ready  for  a  fresh  subject  of 
dispute  on  which  to  fall  out  again. 

*'  You  dine  here  to-night,  of  course,"  said 
her  ladyship,  as  the  footman  left  the  room. 
"  I  have  two  or  three  men  coming,  and  I  want 
you  to  be  host.  Don't  say  you  have  'a 
previous  engagement,'  or  I'll  never  speak  to 
you  again ! " 

"If  I  had,  I  should  throw  it  over ;  and 
I  will  do  my  best  to  help  you  with  your  men." 


CIRCE.  3  J 

"  You  don't  ask  wlio  they  are  !  Mr.  Roy, 
I  can't  quite  make  you  out.  I  sometimes 
wonder,  if  other  people  paid  me  attention  and 
that  kind  of  thing,  whether  you  would  mind  it 
or  not." 

"  Why  should  I  mind  it  ?  "  I  can't  expect 
you  to  shut  yourself  up  in  a  box ;  and,  of 
course,  you  must  meet  with  admiration, 
wherever  you  go." 

"  I  don't  want  their  admiration  !  I  don't 
want  people  to  think  me  nice.  At  least,  only 
one !  I  wish  I  was  as  sure  of  somebody 
else.  What  are  you  going  to  do  to-morrow  ? 
Will  you  take  me  to  the  Aquarium  in  the 
afternoon  ?  " 

"To-morrow  I  shall  be  out  of  town.  I 
must  go  down  to  Eoyston  Grange." 

"  To  Royston  Grange !  You  never  told 
me  a  word  about  it.  Mr.  Eoy,  that  means 
you  have  heard  something  of  your  wife." 

He  laughed  carelessly,  but  winced  a  little 
nevertheless.  "  It  means,"  he  replied,  "  that  a 
man  with  a  house  in  the  country,  must  go  and 
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look  at  it  sometimes,  if  only  to  make  sure  that 
it  hasn't  run  away.  There's  a  steward  to  see, 
and  a  hutler,  and  some  horses,  to  say  nothing 
of  butcher  and  baker,  and  such  small  trades- 
men, who  are  only  to  be  convinced  I  haven't 
fled  the  country,  by  payment  of  their 
accounts.  Why,  Lady  Jane,  how  many  weeks 
do  you  suppose  it  is  since  I  have  seen  my  own 
home?" 

"  I  don't  know.  It  seems  like  a  dream. 
That  day  I  met  you,  my  brocade  velvet  was 
quite  new — the  first  time  on — and  I  gave  it  to 
my  maid  this  morning.  Yes  1  it  must  be  a 
good  many  weeks.  I  wish  they  were  to  come 
over  again.  How  long  do  you  mean  to  stay 
away  r 

"  Shall  you  miss  me  ?  " 

*'  Not  the  least  in  the  world  !  I  shall  only 
watch  the  clock,  and  every  time  it  strikes, 
think  there  is  another  hour  gone !  I  shall 
only  puzzle  over  Bradshaw,  and  learn  by  heart 
all  the  trains  that  can  bring  you  back.  I  shall 
only  listen  to  every  ring  at  the  bell,  every  step 
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on  the  pavement,  every  cab  in  the  street,  till  I 
see  you  again.  That's  all !  Don't  flatter  your- 
self I  shall  miss  you  !  " 

"  Then  it's  just  possible  I  may  not  return 
till  to-morrow  night." 

She  gave  him  a  bright  look  of  gratitude 
and  affection.  "  How  nice  !  I  shall  see  you 
the  day  after.  Come  to  luncheon.  As  early 
as  you  can.  Mr.  Eoy,  I  believe  you  do  care 
for  me  a  little,  after  all." 

Mr.  Eoy  thought  so  too,  wondering  how 
this  ill-fated,  untoward  entans^lement  was 
to  end. 


VOL.    II. 


CHAPTER  III. 
AEACHXE. 

*'  Will  you  come  into  my  parlour  ?  said  the 
spider  to  the  fly."  On  the  present  occasion 
Mrs.  Mopus  had  determined  to  be  the  spider, 
and  settled  in  her  own  mind  that  Mr.  Roy 
should  enact  the  j)art  of  the  fly.  Her  web 
must  be  thin  and  impalpable  as  gossamer,  but 
tough  and  holding  as  the  strongest  rabbit-proof 
wire-nettino;  that  ever  brouofht  a  hunter  on  his 
nose.  AYith  a  jealous  temperament,  covetous 
of  money,  covetous  of  power,  covetous  of 
influence,  she  yet  entertained  a  half-contempt- 
uous regard  for  her  master,  like  that  of  a 
school-mistress  for  one  of  her  stupid  pupils,  as 
a  creature  to  be  pitied  and  taken  care  of,  but 
punished  and  coerced  without  scruple  till  it 
should  do  as  it  was  bid.     He  must  come  under 
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no  petticoat  government  but  her  own.  She 
had  made  her  mind  up  on  that  point,  and, 
above  all.  she  must  keep  him  apart  from  his 
wife.  So  long  as  Mrs.  Roy  was  banished, 
so  long  would  Mrs.  ^lopus  rule  the  household, 
retaining  all  the  emoluments  of  office,  and 
she  would  stick  at  nothing  to  fortify  so 
desirable  a  position,  as  events  sufficiently 
proved. 

Mr.  Roy  was  as  good  as  his  word.  After 
doing  the  honours  of  Lady  Jane's  dinner-party, 
in  a  constrained,  uncomfortable  manner,  no 
less  embarrassing  to  the  guests  than  com- 
promising to  the  hostess,  he  started  next 
morning  by  an  early  train,  arriving  at  his 
own  place  in  good  time  for  luncheon.  That 
meal  he  found  prepared  with  exceeding  care. 
His  favourite  dishes  were  dressed  to  a  nicety ; 
his  claret,  cool,  not  cold,  had  been  nursed  to 
the  right  tem^Dcrature,  and  a  nosegay  of 
garden  flowers,  standing  in  the  centre  of  the 
table,  fresh  and  fragrant,  scented  the  whole 
room. 
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"  I  gathered  them  myself,  sir,"  said  Mrs. 
Mopus,  "the  first  thing  this  morning,  while 
the  dew  was  on.  You  was  always  used  to 
flowers  with  your  meals,  sir,  in  old  times. 
It's  well  that  somebody  should  remember  your 
likes  and  dislikes,  Mr.  Eoy,  for  I  think  you 
have  not  had  fair  play,  sir,  with  them  that  has 
been  about  you  of  late." 

"  Thank  you,  Mopus,"  answered  her  master, 
who  was  hungry  after  his  journey.  "  I'm  sure 
you  never  forget  anything.  Yes,  it's  all  very 
nice,  and  the  roses  are  beautiful,  and — and — 
when  I  want  you  I'll  ring." 

So  she  left  him  to  discuss  his  meal  in 
solitude,  rightly  conjecturing  that  when  his 
appetite  was  satisfied  he  would  send  for  her 


again. 


After  a  cutlet  and  a  glass  of  claret,  Mr.  Roy 
became  more  at  ease.  The  well-known  carpet, 
the  old  furniture,  the  family  pictures,  the 
freedom  from  restraint  and  general  sense  of 
comfort,  above  all  the  country  hush  and  quiet, 
so  refreshing  after  the  ceaseless  roar  of  London 
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streets^  made  him  feel  he  was  really  at  home. 
And  presently,  when  a  soft  breeze  wafted  its 
summer  scents  through  the  open  window,  the 
force  of  association  brought  back  to  him  his 
wife's  image,  with  a  reality  so  vivid  that  he 
could  almost  fancy  he  heard  her  light  step  and 
the  rustle  of  her  dress  in  the  next  room. 

Why  had  he  not  been  more  patient,  more 
forgiving  ?  When  she  left  his  "house,  it  might 
be  only  because  of  wounded  love  and  pride, 
why  had  he  not  taken  more  pains  to  trace, 
follow,  and  bring  her  back  ?  Perhaps  he  had 
no  rival  in  her  affections,  after  all.  Perhaps 
she  was  at  that  very  moment  pining  in  her 
hiding-place,  thinking  of  him,  wishing  for  him, 
longing  only  to  be  forgiven  and  to  come  home. 
If  this  were  so,  he  had  done  her  cruel  injustice, 
and  ought  to  repair  it  without  loss  of  time. 
But  again,  why  had  she  made  no  advances 
towards  reconciliation?  Why  had  she  never 
so  much  as  reminded  him  of  her  existence  by 
an  advertisement,  an  anonymous  letter,  a 
message,  or   token   of  any   kind?     Would   a 
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guiltless  woman  be  content  thus  to  remain 
subject  to  the  gravest  suspicions  ?  Above  all, 
would  a  guiltless  woman  leave  a  home  like 
this — and  he  looked  round  him  with  com- 
placency— in  a  mere  fit  of  unreasoning  temper 
and  caprice !  He  would  give  a  great  deal  to 
find  out  the  truth.  Mopus,  from  various 
hints  she  had  dropped,  seemed  a  likely  person 
to  afford  such  information  as  he  required. 
He  would  ring  for  Mopus,  and  satisfy  himself 
at  once  how  much  she  did  or  did  not  profess 
to  know. 

His  housekeeper  answered  the  bell  readily 
enough,  arriving  with  an  armful  of  account- 
books,  which  she  deposited  on  the  table  at  his 
elbow. 

"  I've  got  the  bills  down-stairs,"  said  she 
cheerfully,  "and  the  receipts,  all  correct.  I 
hope  you  will  run  your  eye  over  them,  Mr. 
Eoy.  It's  a  sad  trouble,  Fm  afraid,  sir,  to  ^ou, 
but  it's  a  satisfaction  to  7neJ^ 

He  looked  askance  at  the  pile,  as  a  dog 
looks  at  the  spot  where  he  has  been  punished. 
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"Presently,  Mopus,  presently,"  lie  replied. 
"  In  the  mean  time,  sit  clown.  I  have  one  or 
two  questions  I  want  to  ask." 

"  Now  it's  coming ! "  she  thought,  and 
nerved  herself  to  answer,  right  or  \vrong,  with 
a  steadfast  regard  to  her  own  interests,  and 
nothing  else. 

"  In  the  first  place,"  he  resumed,  emptying 
his  glass,  "  do  you  remember  coming  to  my 
room  before  luncheon  the  day  my — the  day 
Mrs.  Eoy  left  this  house  ?  " 

"I  do,  sir.  It  isn't  likely  as  I  should 
forget." 

"  Do  you  remember  wdiat  you  told  me  ?  " 

"Every  mortal  word,  Mr.  Eoy.  It  were 
the  truth,  the  whole  truth,  and  nothing  but 
the  truth." 

"Your  suspicions  seemed  excited  by  the 
frequency  of  a  certain  person's  visits  to 
Mrs.  Eoy,  and  the  pleasure  she  took  in  his 
society.     Was  that  person  Lord  Fitzowen  ?  " 

"  Mr.  Eoy,  it  were." 

"  And  your  observation  led  you  to  believe 
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that  there  was  some  secret  understanding 
between  them,  discreditable  to  both  ?  " 

"  I  won't  deny  it,  sir.  The  day  as  you 
come  home  so  wet,  and  his  lordship  stayed  so 
long,  I  watched  him  and  my  mistress,  when 
they  thought  as  nobody  could  see  them,  for 
the  best  part  of  an  hour,  Mr.  Eoy ;  I  couldn't 
help  it ! " 

"From  mere  curiosity,  or  because  you 
suspected  something  wrong  ?  " 

She  knew  that  he  put  the  question  to  gain 
time,  as  dreading  further  revelations,  for  his 
lips  were  dry,  and,  while  he  poured  himself 
another  glass  of  wine,  the  bottle  shook  in  his 
hand. 

"  Curiosity,  sir  !  You  can't  think  so  bad 
of  me,  I'm  sure.  Oh,  Mr.  Roy,  do  you  suppose 
that  because  I  am  a  servant  I  have  no  gratitude, 
no  affection,  no  self-respect,  nor  knowledge  of 
right  and  wrong  ?  Was  I  going  to  see  you 
put  upon,  the  best  of  masters,  the  kindest  of 
gentlemen,  and  hold  my  tongue  ?  Curiosity  ! 
says  you.     I  wonder  at  you,  sir.     I  never  had 
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no  curiosity,  but  I  can  tell  you  I  see  some 
curious  things ! " 

The  suspense  was  intolerable.  *'  What  did 
you  see  ? "  he  exclaimed.  "  Speak  out,  my 
good  woman,  in  the  devil's  name,  and  have 
done  with  it !  " 

"  AVell,  sir,  I  see  your  lady  walk  his 
lordship  off  into  the  library,  where  there  was 
no  fire,  and  as  little  ligrht  as  mioht  be  nis^h 
sunset  on  a  winter's  evening.  It's  not  my 
place  to  take  notice,  sir,  but  I  couldn't  be  off 
noticing  that.  They  must  have  something 
very  particular  to  say,  thinks  I,  if  it  can  only 
be  said  in  the  dark.  If  you  will  believe  me, 
Mr.  Roy,  I  was  that  upset  I  could  hardly 
trust  my  own  eyes  !  " 

"Why  didn't  you  follow  them?  It  was 
your  duty  to  me  !  " 

''  I've  done  my  duty  by  you,  Mr.  Roy,  fair 
and  square,  ever  since  I  come  into  your  house, 
but  there's  things  that  is  in  a  servant's  place, 
and  things  that  is  out  of  a  servant's  j)lace. 
Mr.  Roy,  I  hope  I  know  mine.     No,  sir.     I 


42  J^OrS  WIFE. 

ran  up  to  my  room,  locked  my  door ;  there's 
Sophy  up-stairs  can  prove  it  if  you  ask  lier,  and 
cried  till  it  was  time  to  put  the  dessert  out, 
because  I  felt  so  vexed." 

He  rose  and  paced  the  floor,  muttering  and 
gesticulating  as  if  he  were  alone.  Mrs.  Mopus, 
watching  him  carefully,  resolved  on  giving  the 
poison  time  to  work. 

"I  cant  believe  it!"  said  he.  ''I  won't 
believe  it !  After  all,  there  is  nothing  tangible, 
no  positive  evidence,  no  actual  proof.  I 
shouldn't  have  a  leg  to  stand  on  in  a  court  of 
law.  Oh  !  what  would  I  not  give  to  be  quite 
sure  one  way  or  the  other ! " 

"  Will  you  please  cast  your  eye  over  the 
accounts  ?  "  continued  Mrs.  Motdus,  in  a  matter- 
of-fact,  business-like  tone,  as  wholly  ignoring 
all  this  by-play.  ''  There's  an  overcharge  of 
one-and-ninepence  in  the  ironmonger's  bill,  but 
I  have  placed  it  to  your  credit,  sir,  on  the  next 
page ;  and  Sarah's  wages  is  paid  up  to  the  day 
she  left,  and  the  new  maid  begins  on  the  24th. 
I  think  you  will  find  everything  correct." 
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So  Mrs.  Mopus  glided  softly  out  of  the 
room,  rightly  concluding  that  she  would  be  left 
undisturbed  for  the  next  hour  at  least. 

A  good  deal,  she  reflected,  might  be 
accomplished  in  an  hour  with  skill,  courage, 
ingenuity,  and,  above  all,  a  steady  hand. 

John  Eoy  sat  over  his  house-books  without 
moving  a  fiDger,  scarcely  an  eyelash,  staring 
hard  at  the  straight-ruled  columns,  yet  taking 
little  note  of  their  homely  details  as  to 
expenditure  of  pounds,  shillings,  and  pence. 

He  was  back  in  the  wet  spring  weather 
once  more,  brandishing  his  billhook  among  the 
dripping  laurels,  cheerful,  contented.  Yes,  he 
was  contented  then,  he  told  himself,  with  a 
happy  home  and  a  wife  he  loved.  After  all, 
what  mattered  her  little  shortcomino;s  in 
manner  and  knowledge  of  the  world  ?  They 
only  made  her  seem  more  charming,  more 
unsophisticated,  more  entirely  his  own  !  "When 
Lord  Fitzowen  cantered  up  the  park  to  pay  his 
visit,  Nelly  had  been  more  precious  than  rubies, 
a  treasure  beyond  price. 
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Then  with  that  fatal  evening  rose  the 
rankling  doubt.  Could  such  gold  be  dross, 
such  a  diamond  only  paste  after  all  ?  He  had 
been  forbearing,  he  thought,  and  patient,  had 
not  judged  hastily  nor  in  anger,  had  used  his 
own  faculties,  calm  and  temperate,  like  a 
rational  being.  Could  he  have  arrived  at  any 
other  conclusion  but  that  his  wife  was  false  ? 
Good,  faithful  Mopus  seemed  to  entertain  no 
doubt,  and  for  these  matters  women  had  far 
quicker  eyes  than  men.  Well,  it  simplified 
everything  to  be  satisfied  of  her  guilt.  There 
teas  a  heart  left  that  could  console  even  such  a 
calamity  as  his;  a  heart  that  had  ached  for 
him  through  long  years  of  separation,  and  that 
wished  no  better  than  to  make  its  home  on  his 
breast  at  last !  Could  he  obtain  actual  proof 
of  his  wife's  infidelity,  he  might  do  Lady  Jane 
justice,  and  ask  her  to  marry  him  as  soon  as 
the  Court  of  Probate  and  Divorce  would  allow. 

It  was  characteristic  of  the  man,  that  when 
he  came  to  this  determination  he  could  so  far 
abstract  his  mind  from  his   grievances,  as  to 
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add  up  column  after  column  in  Mrs.  Mopus's 
books  with  the  attention  of  a  lawyer's  clerk. 
The  mistress,  no  doubt,  would  have  detected 
seven-and-sixpence  charged  for  oil  that  ought 
to  have  cost  five  shillings,  half-a-crown  for 
soap  and  candles  instead  of  eighteenjDence,  and 
a  consumption  of  cheese  belovv^-stairs  that  might 
have  supplied  the  county;  but  master,  in 
happy  ignorance,  passed  swimmingly  over  all 
such  trifles,  congratulating  himself  on  the 
accuracy  of  his  own  arithmetic,  which  tallied 
with  his  housekeeper's  to  the  uttermost 
farthing. 

"  I  will  send  you  a  cheque  by  to-morrow's 
post,"  said  he,  meeting  her  in  the  passage. 
"  Don't  mention  it,  sir  !  "  answered  Mrs.  Mopus 
in  her  blandest  manner,  but  continuins^  to 
interpose  her  person,  which  was  tolerably 
substantial,  between  ^Ir.  Eoy  and  the  hall- 
door.  He  knew  he  had  not  done  with  her  yet. 
''What  is  it,  Mopus?"  he  asked,  with  less 
impatience  than  he  would  have  shown  to  any 
other  servant  iu  his  household,  because  of  all 
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she  knew.  "  There  was  one  thing  more,  sir," 
said  she,  looking  paler  and  speaking  quicker 
than  usual.  "  Only  one  thing  as  I  wanted  to 
ask  about  particular.  But  I  wouldn't  trouble 
you  to-day,  Mr.  Koy,  not  if  you  was  likely  to 
be  soon  here  again." 

"  Soon  here  again,  my  good  woman ! 
Certainly  not.  Do  you  suppose  I  have 
nothing  else  to  do  but  travel  up  and  down 
our  hateful  railway  in  trains  that  never  keep 
their  time  ?  Out  with  it  once  for  all  and  have 
done !  I  hope  you  won't  see  me  again  for  six 
months." 

What  a  white  face  was  that  of  which  the 
features  twitched  so  uneasily  and  the  eyes 
could  not  be  brought  to  meet  his  own  !  He 
did  not  fail  to  notice  her  changed  appearance ; 
and  before  she  could  speak  a  word  in  reply, 
asked  anxiously  if  she  was  ill. 

"  I  have  not  been  quite  myself,  sir,  for  the 
last  day  or  two,"  answered  Mrs.  Mopus ;  "  and 
it's  such  a  pleasure  to  see  you  back  in  your 
own  home,  Mr,  Koy,  that  it  has  upset  me  a 
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bit,  that's  all.  What  I  wanted  to  speak  about 
was  a  jewel-case  as  your  lady  left  on  her 
table  unlocked.  I  should  wish  to  give  it  over 
into  your  hands,  sir,  just  as  it  was  when  she 
went  away." 

"  All  right,  Mopus.  Let  us  go  and  have  a 
look  at  it." 

So  they  went  up-stairs  to  poor  Nelly's  room, 
the  husband  hardening  himself  at  every  step 
agaiust  a  host  of  memories  and  associations 
painfully  connected  with  his  wife. 

Mrs.  Mopus,  pointing  out  a  shallow,  oblong 
box,  observed  that,  having  found  it  unsecured, 
she  had  neither  touched  it  herself,  except  to 
dust,  of  course,  nor  suffered  the  maid  to  do  so, 
till  her  master  should  come  home.  "And 
now,  sir,"  she  added,  "it's  only  fair  for  you  to 
open  it  this  minute  and  see  what  it  contains 
with  your  own  eyes." 

He  complied  languidly  enough,  as  taking 
little  interest  in  the  matter.  There  were  but  a 
few  chains  and  bracelets  of  trifling  value  coiled 
in    their    velvet    resting-places,    and    he   was 
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wondering  vaguely  what  lie  should  do  with 
them  when  Mrs.  Mopus,  who  watched  every 
movement,  called  his  attention  to  the  tray  on 
which  these  trinkets  were  disposed,  observing 
there  might  be  bank-notes  or  what-not,  as  she 
expressed  it,  put  away  in  the  vacant  space 
beneath.  He  lifted  it,  accordingly,  to  find  a 
sheet  of  letter-paper  bearing  his  wife's  mono- 
gram, (how  well  he  remembered  that  morning 
in  the  library  when  they  invented  this  hideous 
device  between  them),  inscribed  with  a  few 
sentences  written  in  her  clear,  fine,  running- 
hand  !  The  first  line  sent  the  blood  to  his 
head,  and  but  that  he  caught  the  edge  of  the 
dressing-table  to  steady  himself,  he  must  have 
stasfffered  as^ainst  the  wall.  With  the  British 
instinct,  however,  that  forbids  a  man  acknow- 
ledging a  hurt,  and  prompts  him  to  get  on  his 
feet  again  directly  he  has  been  knocked  down, 
John  Eoy  folded  the  paper,  and  coolly  putting 
it  in  his  pocket,  thanked  his  housekeeper  for 
the  care  she  had  taken  of  his  property,  and 
desired  her  to  lock  the  jewel-case  away  in  one 
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of  her  store-closets,  as  he  felt  confident  it 
would  be  even  safer  in  her  hands  than  his  own. 

While  she  curtsied  her  acknowledgments 
he  passed  out,  muttering  something  about  the 
"stable,"  and  that  "he  should  see  her  again 
before  he  went."  But  his  voice  was  hoarse 
and  indistinct,  his  face  drawn  and  white,  like 
that  of  a  man  who  has  sustained  some  mortal 
hurt. 

It  was  half-an-hour  before  he  \asited  his 
horses ;  an  interval  of  time  he  spent  pacing  a 
walk  skirted  b}^  thick  Portugal  laurels,  that 
screened  it  from  observation  of  l3rying  eyes, 
either  in  the  house  or  ofiices.  During  this 
half-hour  he  resolved  on  his  future  course. 
There  seemed  no  more  room  for  doubt,  no 
further  plea  for  compunction  or  delay.  He 
had  substantial  proof  in  his  pocket  at  last, 
and  the  woman  who  had  deceived  him  need 
be  his  wife  no  longer,  by  the  laws  of  earth  or 
heaven. 

It  was  a  relief  to  see  his  way  clear  before 
him ;  it  was  a  satisfaction  to  know  he  could  do 
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a  loviDg  heart  justice  after  all ;  but  it  was  a 
torment  and  a  puzzle  to  feel  at  this  most 
untoward  juncture  that  he  could  not  resist 
instituting  many  comparisons  between  Nelly 
and  Lady  Jane. 


CHAPTER  lY. 

OUT    OF    SOUNDINGS. 

"  Is  Mr.  Brail  going  to  live  with  us  altogether, 
Auntie?"  asked  Mrs.  John  from  the  recesses 
of  her  glass-house,  while  slie  made  out  that 
naval  officer's  frugal  account  under  a  date  that 
showed  how  many  weeks  he  had  been  in  the 
occupation  of  his  bedroom.  "  He's  a  credit 
and  a  comfort,  I  won't  deny ;  but  don't  you 
think,  Auntie,  he  ought  not  to  waste  his  time 
in  London  ?  And  I  fancy  he's  unhappy  too, 
which  seems  so  strange  in  a  manT 

Nelly's  own  experience  led  her  to  overrate 
the  advantages  of  the  other  sex;  she  did  not 
understand  how  masculine  spirits  could  be 
affected  by  anything  short  of  positive  mis- 
fortune or  ill -health. 

"  He  won't  wear  out  his  welcome  here  in  a 
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hurry,"  answered  Mrs.  Pliipps  with  a  beaming 
smile.  "  It's  Hke  old  times  to  have  both  of 
you  back  at  once ;  and  if  I  could  see  one  look 
a  little  merrier,  Nelly,  I  wouldn't  trouble  about 
the  other.  However,  he  must  be  on  the  move 
again  soon,  he  says.  He's  not  been  down  to 
visit  those  aunts  of  his  in  the  country  yet,  and 
he  was  never  one  to  forget  old  friends.  But  I 
don't  think  he  takes  so  much  pleasure  in  things 
as  he  used,  and  I've  seen  him  looking  out  of 
spirits  sometimes  myself,  what  I  call  *  down,' 
when  I've  met  him  going  in  and  out.  I 
wonder  what's  the  matter  with  him." 

''I  can  tell  you,  Auntie — Mr.  Brail  is  in 
love!" 

*'  Lor,  Nelly  !  Not  with  7/ on,  my  dear  ? — 
don't  say  it.  Well,  I  should  have  thought  he 
was  the  last  to  trouble  about  the  women.  You 
surprise  me,  my  dear !  And  I  remember  him 
a  slip  of  a  lad  in  a  jacket  and  turn-over 
collars !  Are  you  sure,  Nelly  ?  How  can 
you  tell?" 

The    niece     knew    the     symptoms.      So, 
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perhaps,  did   her  aunt   long  ago,   though  the 
good  lady  had  forgotten  such  frivolities  now. 

"I'm  certain  of  it,"  said  the  former. 
"Don't  you  see  that  he  wears  kid  gloves,  and 
a  flower  in  his  button-hole?  The  flower  I 
think  little  of,  but  clean  gloves  mean  they 
are  very  far  gone.     It's  the  worst  sign  of  all !  " 

*'And  you  don't  know  who  it  can  be, 
Nelly  ?  "  asked  Mrs.  Phipps,  keenly  interested. 
"  I  should  think  as  the  best  lady  in  the  land 
would  never  deny  Mr.  Brail,  not  unless  she  had 
given  her  heart  to  somebody  else,  of  course." 

"  Why,  Auntie,"  laughed  Nelly.  *'  I  believe 
you're  in  ]ove  with  him  yourself.  What  a  pity 
you  don't  encourage  him.  He  might  live  with 
us  for  good  and  all,  and  give  no  more  trouble 
making  out  his  bill." 

Mrs.  Phipps,  pleased  to  see  her  niece  so 
cheerful,  laughed  heartily — "  If  I  was  your  aofe, 
Nelly,"  said  she,  "and  he  made  bold  to  ask, 
don't  you  be  too  sure  I  should  say  No !  Well, 
my  dear,  if  the  young  man  must  have  an 
attachment,  I  can  only  pray  it  may  be  a  happy 
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one.  There's  ups-and-downs  in  most  things, 
'specially  in  keeping  an  hotel;  but  of  all 
uncertain  business  in  the  world  matrimony  is 
the  most  risky.  Sometimes  you  make  fifty 
per  cent,  profit  without  so  much  as  moving  in 
your  chair,  and  sometimes  you  find  you  are 
broke  before  you  can  turn  round !  My  dear, 
I'm  not  sure  but  that  for  us  women  it  isn't 
better  let  alone." 

Nelly  pondered.  Hers  had  indeed  been  a 
ruinous  speculation,  yet  she  could  scarcely 
bring  herself  to  wish  she  had  never  taken  her 
chance.  It  was  something  to  have  enjoyed 
that  one  fortnight  of  happiness  at  Beachmouth, 
something  to  feel  assured  it  had  been  shared 
by  the  man  she  loved,  to  know  that  he  could 
never  again  all  his  life  long  see  a  strip  of 
tawny  sand,  a  sea-gull  on  the  wing,  or  the 
white  curl  of  a  wave,  without  thinking  of  the 
wife  he  misunderstood  so  cruelly,  though  she 
prized  his  happiness  far  above  her  own. 

"  It's  weary  work,  Auntie,"  said  she  with  a 
sish.     ''  Sometimes  I  wish  I  had  never  been 
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born,  and  then  I  hate  myself  for  being  so 
ungrateful  and  so  wicked.  After  all,  there's  a 
good  time  coming,  if  we  can  only  keep  straight. 
Everybody  has  reason  to  be  thankful,  and  I 
often  feel  ashamed  to  feel  so  dismal  and 
out-of-sorts  just  because  I  can't  make  the 
world  over  again  in  my  own  way." 

"  Nonsense  !  Nelly.  You're  too  good  for 
any  of  us.  You're  a  sight  too  good  for  Itim. 
But  we  won't  speak  of  that,  for  I  tell  you  it 
gives  me  the  cold  creeps  right  down  my  back. 
Happily  we  are  not  all  made  alike.  Gentlemen 
especially.  There's  as  much  difference  in  men 
as  there  is  in  your  boots,  my  dear.  Some  will 
let  the  water  through  the  first  time  on,  and 
others  will  last  you,  rough  and  smooth,  wet 
and  dry,  till  they're  worn  into  holes.  If  our 
Mr.  Brail  is  not  sound  leather,  Nellv,  Til  o-q 
about  in  my  stocking-feet  for  the  rest  of 
my  life  ! " 

Mrs.  Phipps  was  no  bad  judge.  The 
gallant  lieutenant  knew  his  own  mind,  and 
was  prepared  to  encounter  any  difficulties  on 
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the  chance  of  winning  the  girl  he  loved,  just  as 
he  would  have  faced  a  battery,  or  an  ironclad, 
or  the  surf  on  a  dangerous  reef,  with  a  quiet, 
cool  resolution  that  was  discouraged  by  no 
obstacles,  while  it  never  threw  a  chance  away. 
If  the  enemy  were  to  baffle  his  attack,  or  the 
broken  water  to  swamp  his  boat,  he  would  at 
least  perish  like  a  gentleman  true  to  the 
death,  and  go  down  with  all  the  honours  of 
war ! 

But  the  pursuit  of  a  young  lady  through 
fashionable  circles,  by  an  admirer  whose  position 
affords  him  no  prescriptive  right  of  entrance,  is 
up-hill  work,  involving  much  expenditure  of 
time,  much  exercise  of  ingenuity,  much  anxiety, 
heart-burning,  and  consumption  of  that  dirt 
which  frank  and  generous  natures  eat  with 
exceeding  difficulty  and  disgust.  It  is  bad 
enough  to  undergo  the  daily  torture  of 
uncertainty  as  to  her  engagements,  an  uncer- 
tainty, as  she  cannot  be  altogether  a  free  agent, 
that  is  shared  by  herself,  to  fret  and  fume 
when  she  misses  an  appointment,  or,  keeping 
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it,  is  monopolised  by  a  score  of  rivals,  with  all 
the  odds  of  wind  and  tide,  tonnage,  and  weight 
of  metal  on  their  side ;  but  it  is  worse  to  feel 
at  a  disadvantage,  even  when  she  has  done  her 
best  to  bridge  over  the  gulf  of  an  irrational 
and  offensive  conventionalism,  because  of  the 
illiberal  freemasonry  that  excludes  outsiders 
from  exchanging  the  passwords  of  the  craft ; 
and,  worst  of  all,  to  detect  in  her  constrained 
manner,  her  w^andering  attention,  that  she, 
too,  admits  certain  deficiencies  in  her  adorer, 
and  pays  him  so  doubtful  a  comj)liment  as  to 
wish  him  other  than  he  is. 

Tliough  the  world  we  live  in,  from  increasing 
numbers,  becomes  less  artificial  every  day,  there 
is  yet  room  for  improvement  in  our  manners, 
as  regards  that  genial  courtesy  which  extends 
the  same  privileges  to  all  who  have  been 
favoured  with  the  same  invitation.  A  true 
gentleman  desires  to  place  his  companions  on 
his  own  level,  and,  following  the  example  of 
the  highest  gentleman  in  the  land,  raises  his 
society  without  lowering  himself,  sharing  with 
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eacli  the  interest  or  amusement  of  the  hour, 
and,  to  use  a  familiar  expression,  allowing 
nobody  "to  be  left  out  in  the  cold ! " 

"  I  have  been  hunting  you  about  like  a  dog 
that  has  lost  its  master,"  whispered  Brail,  in  a 
certain  ball-room  to  which  he  had  obtained 
access,  at  the  cost  of  two  afternoon  teas, 
attended  from  five  to  seven,  a  box  at  the 
French  Play,  and  a  dinner  to  a  young  cub 
aged  sixteen  at  his  club.  "  Will  you  give  me 
a  dance  at  once,  or  must  I  be  put  on  the  black 
list,  and  wait  till  after  supper  ?  Miss  Bruce,  I 
scarcely  ever  see  you  now." 

Such  whispers  are  usually  answered  out 
loud  when  anybody  is  listening,  whereas  young 
ladies  prefer  to  speak  very  low,  if  sure  of  not 
beino'  overheard. 

*'Do  you  know  my  chaperone?"  was 
Hester's  inconsequent  reply.  "  Lady  Pandora, 
Mr.  Brail?" 

"  Who  is  he,  my  dear  ?  and  what  ?  "  asked 
her  ladyship,  who  had  no  compunction  in 
treading  on  the  tenderest  of  feet,  and  spoke 
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in  a  fine,  sonorous  voice  througli  her  nose.  "  I 
never  heard  the  man's  name  before." 

''  A  friend  of  papa's,"  answered  Miss  Bruce 
readily,  and  passing  her  arm  through  the 
sailor's,  permitted  him  to  lead  her  off  to  a 
quadrille. 

How  his  honest  heart  thrilled  as  he  felt 
that  hand  lie  so  lightly  on  his  sleeve.  What 
would  he  have  done  could  he  have  known 
what  I  know,  that  Hester  had  discovered  him 
ten  minutes  ago,  and  kept  this  dance  disengaged 
on  purpose  ?  I  think  he  would  have  gone  down 
on  his  knees  to  her  before  the  whole  quadrille, 
taking  his  chance  of  removal  to  a  mad-house 
or  a  police-station  then  and  there. 

She  was  not  going  to  confess  how  much 
she  liked  him  for  a  partner,  but  she  did 
whisper,  with  a  pretty  little  blush — "  Lady 
Pandora  takes  me  out,  you  know,  when  papa 
is  engaged.  She  gives  a  ball  of  her  own  on 
the  13th." 

He  had  not  served  so  short  an  apprentice- 
ship but  that   he  could  accept  the  hint,  and 
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turned  his  mind  at  once  to  the  problem  of  how 
he  should  get  an  invitation.  On  reflection,  he 
determined  he  would  ask  Lady  Pandora  to  go 
down  to  supper,  and  ply  her  with  champagne. 

Miss  Bruce  did  not  fail  to  notice  his 
abstraction,  and  express  her  disapproval. 

"  Have  you  anything  to  tell  me  about  your 
travels  ?  "  said  she,  with  a  toss  of  her  handsome 
little  head.  "  You  might  have  been  no  farther 
than  Putney,  for  all  I  have  heard  yet." 

"  Do  you  care  to  know  ?  "  he  asked,  feeling 
exceedingly  foolish,  and  trying  not  to  look  too 
much  in  I0V6.  "Haven't  you  forgotten  all 
about  ships  ;iriid  sailors  in  that  long  eighteen 
months  ?  " 

"  Why  should  you  think  I  have  so  short  a 
memory  ?  Is  it  out  of  sight  out  of  mind  with 
you  directly  you  get  into  blue  water  ?  That  is 
what  I  ought  to  say,  if  I  remember  right. 
Your  vis-a-vis  is  dancing  alone.  Why  don't 
you  attend  to  the  figure  ?  " 

So  he  was  compelled  to  break  off  at  this 
interesting  juncture  and  go  cruising  about,  as 
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lie  called  it,  over  tlie  well-planked  floor. 
Before  he  could  bring  to,  again,  Miss  Bruce's 
mood  had  changed. 

"  I  wonder  you  don't  write  a  book,"  said 
she;  "an  account  of  your  Arctic  adventures. 
I  am  sure  it  would  be  very  funny." 

"  Funny  ! " 

"Well,  I  mean  very  interesting.  My 
cousin  Frank  wTote  a  narrative  of  his  voyage 
to  the  Scilly  Islands.  I  didn't  read  it,  but 
everybody  said  it  was  capital." 

"Everybody  is  interested  in  the  Scilly 
Islands ;  nobody  would  buy  a  book  about  the 
North  Pole." 

"  Nonsense  !  It  would  bring  you  in  loads 
of  money.  I  will  take^  half-a-dozen  copies 
myself" 

"  Why  need  you  ?  Don't  you  know  that  I 
should  like  nothing  better  than  to  sit  and  spin 
yarns  to  you  from  morning  to  night  ?  Don't 
you  know " 

"  Don't  ^you  know  that  you  are  Cavalier 
seul?     Really,  Mr.  Brail,  I  have  danced  with 
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a  great  many  inattentive  partners,  but  you  are 
quite  the  most  careless  of  all !  " 

"  You  would  make  any  partner  inattentive. 
And  it's  just  the  same  when  you  are  leagues 
and  leagues  away.  Do  you  know,  Miss  Bruce, 
one  night  when  it  was  my  middle  watch,  and  I 
was  thinking  of  you " 

"  What's  a  middle  watch  ?  You  can't  wear 
three  watches  at  a  time !  I  never  heard  of 
more  than  two,  and  then  only  on  Dick  Turpin 
or  Claud  Duval — grand  rond.  Give  that  lady 
your  other  hand.  Now  make  me  a  sea-bow, 
and  take  me  back  to  Lady  Pandora.  Perhaps 
she  will  ask  you  to  her  ball." 

Surely  this  was  encouragement  enough. 
Surely  he  need  not  have  felt  disappointed  that 
he  could  make  no  more  of  the  opportunities 
afforded  by  their  dance,  and  that  the  sentiments 
he  would  fain  have  expressed  wxre  cut  short 
by  the  exigencies  of  the  figure.  Whether  or 
no,  his  life  had  at  least  taught  him  at  all  times 
to  improve  the  occasion,  and  when  Miss  Bruce 
was  carried  off  in  the  gyrations  of  a  waltz  by 
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a  long-legged  gentleman  with  a  glass  in  his 
eye,  Mr.  Brail  did  his  best  to  ingratiate  himself 
with  the  formidable  lady  who  had  his  treasure 
in  charge. 

This  was  a  less  difficult  task  than  he 
expected,  for  the  girl  had  whispered  to  her 
chaperone  that  he  was  "  the  famous  Mr.  Brail, 
the  great  Arctic  explorer,"  and  her  ladyship, 
who  dearly  loved  anything  in  the  shape  of  a 
celebrity,  was  prepared  to  afford  him  the  more 
homag^e  that  she  had  not  the  remotest  idea 
where,  or  why,  or  how  he  had  earned  his  claim. 

When  a  lady  has  become,  I  will  not  say 
too  old,  but  too  heavy  to  dance,  it  is  touching 
to  observe  how  unselfishly  she  resigns  that 
wild  excitement,  those  turbulent  pastimes,  for 
which  the  majesty  of  her  figure  is  now  unfitted, 
and  contents  herself  with  the  many  pleasures 
she  has  left.  Because  obliged  to  sit  on  a  chair 
against  the  wall,  it  does  not  therefore  follow 
that  she  has  become  wholly  unattractive  to  the 
simpler  sex.  While  lighter  limbs  are  bouncing 
and  darting  and  getting  hot  in  the  turmoil  of 
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the  dancing-room,  she  may  wile  away  many 
pleasant  moments  in  the  cooler  atmosphere  of 
gallery,  conservatory,  or  staircase^  with  that 
interchange  of  sentiment  and  opinion  which  is 
just  too  earnest  for  small  talk,  too  conventional 
for  flirtation.  Should  it  overleap  the  bounds 
of  the  latter,  is  it  the  less  welcome  ?  Should . 
it  fall  sho]-t  of  the  former,  is  there  not  the 
unfailing  resource  of  the  supper-rooms?  And 
can  anything  be  more  delightful  than  a  judicious 
combination  of  all  three  ?  It  is  a  closer  race 
than  we  might  imagine  at  first  sight,  between 
the  matron  with  her  champagne-glass,  and  the 
maiden  with  her  teacup;  a  trifling  individual 
superiority  will  balance  the  attraction  either 
w^ay,  and  taking  mamma  to  supper  is  in  many 
instances  a  much  lighter  penance  than  young 
ladies  are  apt  to  suppose. 

Brail,  as  became  his  profession,  was  chival- 
rously courteous  to  all  women,  irrespective  of 
weight  or  age.  His  genial  nature  and  manly 
bearing  made  an  exceedingly  favourable 
impression  on   Lady  Pandora,  though  I   fear 
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he  did  not  return  her  good  opinion,  confiding 
subsequently  to  Hester  that  she  reminded  him 
of  the  figure-head  of  a  ship. 

Meanwhile,  he  plied  her  ladyship  freely 
with  refreshments  and  information  about  the 
Arctic  Circle,  storing  her  mind  with  many 
remarkable  facts,  to  become  still  more  remark- 
able as  she  reproduced  them  in  her  crowded 
dinner-parties. 

"  That's  an  agreeable  man,  my  dear," 
observed  Lady  Pandora  to  her  charge,  while 
they  drove  home  in  the  calm,  clear  morning. 
"  How  polite  he  was  about  the  carriage,  and 
he  got  it  in  five  minutes.  Sailors  are  always 
so  ready.  He  liked  my  dress  too,  and  thought 
the  trimming  very  pretty.  Sailors  always  have 
such  good  taste.  I  suppose  because  they  see 
so  much  variety.  I  like  him  better  than  the 
young  whipper-snappers  you  generally  dance 
with.     What  did  you  tell  me  his  name  was  ?  " 

"  Brail,"  answered  the  young  lady,  with 
rather  a  tender  accent  on  the  simple  mono- 
syllable. 

VOL.    II.  F 
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'Tm  sure  to  forget  it,  my  dear.  Never 
mind.  Send  him  a  card  for  the  13th.  We 
shall  have  done  the  civil,  at  any  rate,  though 
I  dare  say  he  won't  come." 

Miss  Bruce  was  of  a  dififerent  opinion, 
and  it  is  needless  to  say,  that  Collingwood 
Brail,  Esq.,  Eoyal  Navy,  received  his  invitation 
in  due  form. 

Alas  for  Gog  and  Magog !  Tlieir  beloved 
nephew  again  put  oflf  his  visit;  but  they 
comforted  each  other,  good,  simple  souls, 
with  the  conviction  that  he  was  detained 
for  approbation  of  the  Admiralty,  would  be 
examined  before  both  Houses  of  Parliament, 
and  in  all  probability  sent  for  to  Balmoral  by 
the  Queen. 

How  he  looked  forward  to  this  particular 
festivity,  and  what  a  disappointment  it  was 
after  all !  In  vain  he  arrived  before  the  very 
music,  a  solecism  which  would  have  been 
unpardonable  in  a  landsman,  and  remained  to 
the  last,  even  till  Gunter's  merry-men  began 
to  take  away.     Hester  was  engaged  ten  deep. 
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He  only  danced  with  her  once,  when  she 
seemed  colder  than  usual,  silent,  and  even 
depressed.  Our  nautical  friend  was  quite 
taken  aback.  He  could  read,  nobody  better, 
the  sio-ns  of  mischief  brewino;  on  the  horizon ; 
the  stooping  cloud,  the  rising  sea,  the  tokens 
that  warned  him  to  shorten  sail  and  look  out 
for  squalls,  but  he  had  yet  to  learn  how  a 
woman's  fair  face  may  be  no  certain  index  of 
her  mind,  and  how  the  shadow  on  her  brow 
does  not  always  mean  displeasure  at  her  heart: 
Greater  experience  would  have  taught  him 
that  Hester's  pale  cheeks  and  guarded  tones 
augured  suspicions  of  her  own  indifference, 
mistrust  of  her  own  firmness,  a  mutiny,  so  to 
speak,  between  decks,  that  must  be  kept  down 
by  the  stern  rule  of  discipline  and  self-restraint. 
He  was  winning,  had  he  only  known  it,  hand 
over  hand,  while  he  believed  himself  driftins^ 
hopelessly  to  leeward,  a  mere  water-logged 
wreck  that  could  never  come  into  port  again. 

He  watched  for  a  kind  word,  a  kind  look — 
but  the  girl's  eyes,  though  he  felt  them  on  him 
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more  than  once,  were  always  averted  ere  they 
met  his  own,  and  the  few  words  she  vouchsafed 
would  have  been  considered,  from  other  lips, 
intolerably  commonplace  and  inane !  Too 
loyal  to  revenge  himself  by  embarking  on  a 
series  of  flirtations,  too  dispirited  to  attack  in 
force,  boldly  and  at  once,  which  would  have 
ensured  victory,  he  was  content  to  stand  mute 
in  a  doorway,  and  watch  her  figure  as  it  floated 
by,  with  the  humble  fidelity  of  a  dog,  and 
something  of  the  creature's  wistful  expression, 
half  surprised,  half  reproachful,  when  it  has 
been  punished  without  cause. 

How  the  kind  face  haunted  Hester  that 
night,  or,  I  should  say,  that  morning,  while 
she  laid  her  weary  head  against  the  pillow. 
She  was  dreaming  of  it  at  ten  when  her  maid 
woke  her  with  cofi'ee,  and  looked  for  it  that 
afternoon  in  a  score  of  places,  actually  bidding 
the  coachman  drive  down  Whitehall  past  the 
Admiralty,  on  the  vague  chance  that  Mr.  Brail 
might  be  going  in  or  out. 

That  night  she  went  to  the  French  Play ; 
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no  Mr.  Brail !  He  was  not  much  of  a  linguist, 
but  would  have  attended  a  comedy  in  Sanscrit 
had  he  known  Miss  Bruce  was  to  be  amongst 
the  audience!  Next  day  she  visited  the 
Botanical,  and  even  the  Zoological  Gardens, 
with  the  same  result.  "  Those  dear  white 
bears,"  as  she  called  them,  nearly  made  her 
burst  out  crying.  At  the  end  of  a  week,  she 
had  decided  she  was  the  most  miserable  girl 
in  the  world,  and  must  give  up  all  hope  of 
ever  seeing  him  again ;  but  before  a  fortnight 
elapsed  came  the  inevitable  reaction,  certain  as 
the  backwater  from  an  in-flowing  tide.  She 
told  herself  she  loved  him  dearly.  There  was 
nothing  to  be  ashamed  of,  and,  come  high, 
come  low,  she  would  marry  no  man  on  earth 
but  Collinofwood  Brail. 


CHAPTER  y. 

STANDING   OFF-AND-ON. 

The  lieutenant,  too,  was  having  what  he  called 
"  a  roughish  time  of  it."  He  took  himself 
seriously  to  task  for  his  own  self-conceit,  and 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  it  was  madness  for 
a  man  in  his  position  to  aim  at  such  a  prize  as 
Miss  Bruce.  He  had  too  much  respect  for  her 
to  conclude  that  she  was  only  amusing  herself 
at  his  expense,  and  indeed  knew  his  own  value 
too  well  to  encourage  a  suspicion  so  uncom- 
plimentary to  both.  What  he  did  think  wa&, 
that  she  had  begun  to  care  for  him  a  little, 
and,  feeling  such  an  attachment  would  not  be 
for  her  future  welfare,  had  resolved  to  stop 
while  there  was  yet  time.  If  this  was  the 
case,  how  ought  he  to  act?  Our  friend  had 
been  brought  up  in  a  school  that  lays  great 
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stress  on  duty,  making  it,  indeed,  the  first  of 
all  earthly  considerations,  and  Brail's  duty,  he 
told  himself,  was  to  secure  Hester's  happiness 
at  any  cost.  Could  it  be  ensured  by  his 
absence,  he  would  not  hesitate  to  get  afloat 
again,  were  he  offered  the  worst  berth  in  the 
worst  ship  that  carried  the  royal  ensign,  and 
he  wandered  more  than  once  down  to  the 
Admiralty  with  the  intention  of  applying  for 
immediate  employment,  on  the  farthest  possible 
station  from  home.  But  he  paused  when  he 
reflected  that,  with  his  claims,  there  was  little 
chance  of  such  a  request  being  denied ;  and  if 
Hester  should  change  her  mind  in  the  mean 
time,  should  really  want  him  back  when  he 
couldn't  come,  the  position  would  be  even 
more  disheartening  than  at  present.  With  all 
his  courage  and  self-denial,  to  sacrifice  her,  as 
well  as  himself,  seemed  beyond  his  strength. 
It  was  not  for  lack  of  consideration  that  he 
arrived  at  no  definite  conclusion.  Hours  and 
days  were  passed  in  debating  the  one  subject 
that  engrossed  his  thoughts  as  he  walked  on 
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foot  through  the  parks,  squares,  and  principal 
thoroughfares  of  the  West-end,  perhaps  in  the 
vague  hope  of  an  accidental  meeting,  arguing 
the  point  again  and  again,  with  a  different 
result  at  every  turn. 

Sometimes  a  waft  of  the  southern  breeze,  a 
wave  of  lilacs  overhead,  the  voice  of  children 
playing  in  a  garden,  would  change  the  whole 
aspect  of  his  future,  and  he  would  tell  himself 
that  even  in  this  life  there  were  higher  and 
happier  aims  than  the  giving  of  dinners,  the 
keeping  of  carriages,  or  the  holding  one's  own 
in  general  society,  with  something  very  like 
the  effect,  rotatory,  but  not  progressive,  of  a 
squirrel  in  its  cage.  Then  he  would  paint  for 
himself  a  little  cabinet  picture  of  a  snug  villa, 
a  trim  lawn,  perhaps  a  nurse  with  a  perambu- 
lator, and  Hester's  figure  in  the  foreground,  as 
he  had  once  seen  her,  rigged  for  a  garden-party, 
in  a  white  chip  bonnet,  trimmed  with  forget- 
me-nots,  and  blue  ribbons  about  her  dress. 

Oh  I  if  she  were  only  a  penniless  beauty 
like  so   many  of  the  others !     If  Sir   Hector 
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would  but  invest  his  all  in  an  explosive 
speculation  and  be  ruined !  Gladly  would  lie 
take  them  both  to  his  happy  little  home,  and 
share  with  them,  oh  !  how  freely,  the  modest 
pittance  of  a  lieutenant's  half-pay  ! 

Having  persuaded  himself  such  a  romance 
was  possible,  he  would  walk  on  with  a  clearer 
brow  and  lighter  tread,  till  his  dream  was 
dispelled  by  some  commonplace  incident  that 
tumbled  him  down  to  the  realms  of  reality 
once  more — such  as  the  giving  of  a  shilling  to 
a  crossing-sweeper  that  he  wanted  for  a  cab, 
or  the  denying  himself  a  cigar  because  of  a 
A\-ashing-bill  on  his  dressing-table,  and  that 
his  month's  pay  was  ebbing  fast  in  the  daily 
necessities  of  London  life.  Those  kid  gloves, 
from  which  Xelly  drew  such  alarming  conclu- 
sions, formed  no  inconsiderable  item  of  weekly 
expenditure ;  but  I  think  he  would  rather  have 
gone  without  his  dinner  than  abated  one 
article  of  personal  adornment,  so  long  as 
there  was  the  remotest  likelihood  of  meeting 
Miss  Bruce. 
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And  this  was  a  man  who  could  shin  up 
the  rigging  as  deftly,  or  pull  as  strong  an 
oar  in  the  gig,  as  any  able  seaman  under  his 
command ! 

But  in  these  walks  abroad,  that  which 
dispirited  him  most  was  one  continually 
recurring  disappointment.  London  carriage- 
horses,  particularly  bays  with  good  action, 
are  very  much  alike.  It  requires  a  practised 
eye  to  distinguish  brass  harness  and  dark 
liveries,  one  set  from  another ;  while  all  ladies 
in  summer  dress,  bowling  quickly  through  the 
air,  resemble  garden  flowers  stirred  by  a 
breeze.  Ten,  twenty  times  in  an  afternoon 
would  he  be  startled  by  the  approach  of  some 
well-hung  barouche  that  he  fondly  hoped  bore 
Sir  Hector  Bruce's  crest  on  its  panels,  his 
daughter  within ;  and  as  often  would  the 
smile  of  welcome  freeze  round  his  lips,  the 
hand  snatching  at  his  hat  fall  awkwardly  to 
his  side. 

But  oh  !  the  scorn  with  which  contemptuous 
beauties,  well  known  to  others,  unknown  to 
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him,  ignored  while  they  detected  the  abortive 
homage  thus  checked  ere  it  could  be  offered  at 
their  shine  !  No  man  can  long  tread  London 
pavement  without  observing,  shall  I  not  say 
admiring,  the  inscrutable  demeanour  of  these 
high-born,  high-bred  ladies — 

"Who  in  Corinthian  mirrors  their  own  proud  smiles  behold, 
And  breathe  of  Capuan  odours,  and  shine  in  Spanish  gold." 

The  eager  look,  the  pretty  bend,  the  flattering 
greeting  to  those  gentlemen  who  have  the 
honour  of  their  acquaintance,  as  contrasted 
with  the  cold,  cruel  indifference  bestowed  on 
all  the  world  beside ;  the  haughty  bearing, 
the  implied  disgust,  and  the  abstracted  glance 
beneath  half-closed  lids,  that  seems  to  say,  "  It 
does  not  matter  the  least,  but  I  wonder  you 
presume  to  be  alive." 

^Ir.  Brail,  who  felt  on  such  occasions  that 
he  was  by  no  means  ''the  right  man  in  the 
right  place,"  would  then  blame  himself  severely 
for  "  humbugging  about,"  as  he  called  it,  when 
he  ought  to  be  shouting  his  orders  from  her 
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Majesty's  quarter-deck  in  a  monkey-jacket, 
with  three  feet  of  ship's  telescope  under 
his  arm. 

But  going  to  the  Lev^e,  as  in  duty  bound, 
presented  by  his  captain,  and  kindly  welcomed 
home  from  an  arduous  service  in  a  few  cordial 
words  by  the  best  judge  of  manly  merits  in  the 
kingdom,  to  whom  he  made  his  bow,  Brail 
began  to  rise  again  in  his  own  esteem.  It 
could  not  hurt  a  man  much,  he  thought,  to  be 
ignored  by  a  few  fine  ladies,  who  felt  that  he 
had  done  his  duty  to  liis  country,  and  who 
found  the  value  of  his  services  heartily 
acknowledged  by  his  Prince.  When  he 
backed  out  of  that  presence-chamber,  through 
which  he  had  passed  with  more  trepidation 
than  he  would  have  felt  under  the  fire  of  a 
harbour-battery,  he  could  not  but  reflect  that 
he  was  somebody  after  all.  Officers  of  high 
standing  in  both  services,  covered  with  medals 
and  decorations,  earned  in  that  deadly  peril 
which  proves  the  genuine  steel,  greeted  him  as 
one  of  themselves.     A  colonel  of  the  Guards, 
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with  an  empty  sleeve,  put  out  his  remaining 
hand;  a  vice-admiral  of  the  Red,  bravest 
among  the  brave,  noted  for  his  hilarity  of 
spirits  at  the  most  critical  moments,  patted 
him  kindly  on  the  back;  while  a  dashing 
hussar,  maimed,  shattered,  tanned  to  the 
bronze  of  his  own  Victoria  Cross,  asked  him 
to  dinner  that  very  day.  He  stood  among 
the  men  who  make  history,  and  he  was  one  of 
them.  Cabinet  ministers  desired  his  acquaint- 
ance ;  the  most  affable  of  bishops  greeted  him 
with  a  benignity  that  seemed  tantamount  to  a 
blessing;  while  the  handsome  Sailor-prince 
vouched  for  him  with  professional  cordiality, 
observing  that  "he  was  not  only  a  smart 
officer  on  deck,  but  as  good  a  fellow  and 
pleasant  messmate  as  ever  broke  a  biscuit 
below." 

It  would  have  been  a  proud  day  for  Gog 
and  Magog  could  they  have  witnessed  their 
nephew's  triumph.  It  icas  a  proud  day  for 
Mrs.  Phipps  when  she  received  to  luncheon  in 
her  own  parlour  this  handsome   young  sailor 
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fresh  from  his  presentation,  in  the  uniform  he 
kept  on  at  her  particular  desire,  looking,  as 
she  declared  with  a  redundancy  of  aspirates 
on  which  she  laid  the  lightest  possible  stress, 
"  Happy,  handsome,  and  hearty,  and  a  hero 
every  inch ! " 

Nelly  was  summoned  from  her  book-keeping 
to  hear  the  whole  account  of  the  Lev^e  ;  waiters 
lingered  and  loitered  unrebuked;  housemaids 
pervaded  the  passage  to  catch  the  gleam  of 
his  epaulettes ;  the  dirty  face  of  a  charwoman 
peeped  above  the  kitchen  stairs;  and  the 
work  of  the  whole  establishment  came  to  a 
standstill  in  honour  of  Mr.  Brail's  late 
appearance  at  St.  James's  Palace  in  appropriate 
costume. 

But  all  this  brought  him  no  nearer  Miss 
Bruce.  The  veterans  were  not  in  her  set ; 
she  was  little  acquainted  with  differences  of 
rank,  military  or  naval ;  and  it  seemed 
unlikely  that  she  would  so  much  as  read  the 
list  of  presentations  in  the  Morning  Post  next 
day.     Our   gallant   lieutenant  could   not   but 
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reflect  with  a  sigh  how  willingly  he  ^^•ould 
exchange  this  bushel  of  glorv  for  a  grain  of 
love  or  hope.  Men  who  allow  themselves  to 
become  unhappy  about  the  other  sex  have 
various  ways  of  betraying  their  discomfort. 
Some  take  to  cards,  some  to  drink,  a  few 
abjure  the  society  of  their  natural  enemies, 
scrupulously  avoiding  a  petticoat,  as  a  bird 
avoids  a  scare-crow ;  but  the  majority  incline 
to  seek  solace  in  such  gentle  company  as 
reminds  them,  not  unpleasantly,  of  her  who 
has  done  all  the  mischief;  and  on  some  strange 
principle  of  homoeopathy,  derive  considerable 
benefit  from  the  soothing  smiles  and  kindly 
glances  women  are  always  ready  to  bestow  on 
real  objects  of  compassion.  About  this  time 
Brail  began  much  to  affect  the  quiet  conversa- 
tion of  Mrs.  John,  to  pervade  the  entrance-hall 
in  which  stood  her  glass-case ;  nay,  even  on 
occasion  to  invade  that  sanctuary  and  mend 
the  pens,  or  hold  the  ruler  while  she  posted 
her  books.  Though  she  tolerated  rather  than 
encouraged  these  intrusions,  there  sprung  up 
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between  the  two  a  firm  and  lasting  friendship, 
originating  in  interests  and  experiences  common 
to  both ;  none  the  less  staunch  and  consoling 
that  such  interests  and  experiences  were  less 
akin  to  pleasure  than  to  pain. 

Each  had  a  grief  of  the  same  nature,  a 
wound  in  the  affections  that  required  the  salve 
of  sympathy  and  commiseration.  That  of  the 
man  was  a  mere  scratch,  of  the  woman  a  deep 
and  deadly  hurt.  Of  course,  the  latter  bore 
her  pangs  in  silence,  while  the  former  cried 
aloud  for  help. 

It  was  not  long  before  Brail  confided  to 
Mrs.  John,  as  he  had  learned  to  call  her,  the 
whole  story  of  his  attachment,  and  Nelly,  in 
the  pitiful  kindness  of  her  nature,  could  not 
conceal  from  him  that  she  had  made  the 
acquaintance  of  Miss  Bruce  during  the  previous 
winter,  that  she  highly  appreciated  her  charms, 
both  of  body  and  mind,  and  that  her  intuitive 
tact  as  a  woman  had  led  her  to  detect  some 
symptoms  of  a  lurking  preference  in  Hester's 
manner  and  conversation,  though  she  had  been 


STANDING  OFF-AND-ON  8i 

egregiously  mistaken  as  to  tlie  object.  By 
degrees  it  came  out  that  they  both  knew  Lord 
Fitzowen,  Brail  having  met  that  young  noble- 
man more  than  once  in  the  maze  of  London 
society,  and  Nelly  was  sorely  tempted  to  give 
the  sailor  her  entire  confidence,  in  hope  that 
she  mioiit  learn  somethino-  definite  about 
Mr.  Koy. 

She  checked  herself  in  time,  nor  indeed 
was  Brail  disposed  to  take  much  interest  in 
any  matters  but  his  own.  To  find  some  one 
who  knew  Miss  Bruce,  who  admired  her,  who 
understood  her,  who  had  a  suspicion  she  liked 
him,  and  who  would  listen  while  he  talked 
about  her,  was  such  a  piece  of  good  fortune  as 
could  not  be  too  much  appreciated  and  enjoyed. 
He  missed  no  opportunity  of  visiting  Mrs.  John 
in  her  sanctum,  and  attending  her  on  her 
afiairs,  so  that  even  Auntie  lost  patience, 
declaring  almost  with  ill-humour,  "You  two 
seem  never  to  be  apart.  I'm  sure  whatever 
you've  got  to  say  to  each  other  must  have 
been  said  over  and  over  again ! " 

VOL.   II.  G 
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counsel's  opinion. 

John  Eoy  returned  to  London  witli  his  freedom, 
he  firmly  believed,  in  his  pocket.  On  that 
sheet  of  notepaper  his  wife  had  inscribed  in 
her  own  band  such  expressions  as  were 
tantamount  to  an  avowal  of  guilt,  as  would 
surely  be  held  conclusive  in  a  court  of  law. 
He  dreaded  the  exposure,  he  winced  from  the 
shame,  he  even  pitied  the  culprit;  but  while 
he  sat  in  the  train,  reading  this  document  over 
and  over  again,  his  heart  grew  harder  with 
every  perusal,  prompting  him  to  carry  out  his 
merciless  intention  to  the  bitter  end. 

*'  This,"  he  thought,  ''  comes  of  not  marrying 
a  lady  !  Why,  she  cannot  even  express  herself 
in  good  English,  and  though  I  ought  to  have 
expected  it,  there  is  a  vulgar  tone  about  the 
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whole  production,  not  much  less  offensive  than 
its  actual  depravity !  No  doubt  Fitzowen's 
rank  constituted  the  attraction — she  could  not 
resist  the  glitter  of  his  coronet — she  was  glad 
to  take  me  because  I  was  a  gentleman.  She 
has  deserted  the  gentleman  for  a  lord ;  d — 
me,  she'd  throw  Inm  over  for  a  duke !  Cest 
ce  que  cest  que  la  femme!  I  ought  to  have 
known  better  from  the  first !  I  ought  never 
to  have  believed  in  one  of  them.  And  yet 
they  cannot  all  be  so  bad.  There  must  be 
some,  surely,  who  are  to  be  trusted  when 
one's  back  is  turned,  and  who  mean  what 
they  say ! " 

Is  it  not  so  with  the  rest  of  us?  We 
holloa  loudly  when  we  are  hurt,  but  we  lose 
no  time  in  applying  plaster  to  the  wound. 
"  Women  are  all  alike ! "  cries  the  indignant 
husband,  the  despairing  lover.  "Women  are 
so  different ! "  reasons  the  former,  with  a 
second-hand  consolation,  the  latter  with  a 
bran-new  fancy,  while  the  cynic  laughs  at 
both,  and  agrees  with  neither.     "  So  far  from 
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women  being  alike,"  says  he,  'Hliey  are  not 
even  the  same  for  two  hours  together.  So  far 
from  being  different,  their  noblest  sentiments, 
their  most  pitiful  weaknesses,  their  best  and 
worst  qualities,  are  common  to  the  whole  sex." 

And  the  wise  man .     My  friend,  there  is 

no  wise  man  where  women  are  concerned, 
neither  in  fact  nor  fiction !  AVas  not  Merlin 
made  a  fool  of  in  romance  and  Solomon  in 
history?  Vivien  is  no  less  real  than  the 
Shunammite,  and  both  are  of  all  degrees,  all 
nations,  and  all  times. 

Let  us  peep  over  John  Eoy's  shoulder  while 
he  reads  his  wife's  letter  once  again. 

"My  very  dear  Lord, — I  will  look  for 
you  as  usual  on  Tuesday,  and  expect  as  you 
will  not  disappoint  me  like  you  did  last  time. 
Mr.  Eoy  is  sure  to  be  out  a-hunting,  so  no 
doubt  but  the  coast  will  be  clear,  and  nobody 
will  notice  if  you  come  right  up  to  the  front 
door  and  rino[  the  bell — that  is  better  than  the 
garden- way ;  for  servants  have  such  sharp  eyes, 
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and  always  suspect  something.  I  write  because 
you  said  you  was  not  sure  you  would  come ; 
but  if  you  fail,  I  shall  begin  to  think  you  do 
not  care  for  me  as  I  feel  to  care  for  you,  my 
dear.  I  may  be  interrupted  any  moment ;  so 
no  more  at  present  from  your  loving  sweetheart, 
— Elixok  Koy/' 

No  date — women  are  very  vague  about 
dates — but  her  name — oh  !  unutterable  disgrace, 
his  name,  signed  in  full.  Every  stroke  of  the 
well-known  autograph  correct  to  a  hair.  The 
very  flourish  with  which  she  loved  to  adorn  it, 
finished  off  to  a  scratch !  There  could  be  no 
mistake  as  to  the  whole  meaning  and  intention 
of  this  sha.meless  production.  It  had  obviously 
been  written  at  leisure,  and  kept  back  for  a 
convenient  opportunity  to  be  posted  unobserved. 
Tuesday  !  Yes,  he  remembered  how  he  intended 
to  hunt  on  that  very  Tuesday,  when  he  came 
to  an  open  rupture  with  his  wife,  but  changed 
his  mind  on  the  previous  Sunday  because  of 
lame  horses  in  the  stable.     It  was  clear  enous^h. 


86  ROY'S  WIFE. 

The  letter  liad  not,  therefore,  been  sent,  and  in 
the  hurry  of  departure  she  forgot  to  destroy  it. 
No  doubt  there  had  been  many  such  exchanged, 
and  this  one  left  little  impression  on  her  mind. 
How  could  such  a  woman  write  that  clear, 
firm,  Italian  hand?  How  could  she  look  so 
guileless,  so  fond,  so  handsome?  He  felt  he 
must  have  loved  her  dearly  once  to  hate  her 
so  bitterly  now !  But  this  was  no  time  for 
remembrance  or  regret.  He  would  act  for 
himself,  and  carry  the  whole  business  through 
without  compunction  or  remorse. 

He  did  not  take  Lady  Jane  to  the  Aquarium, 
but  wrote  instead  so  affectionate  a  note  as 
caused  her  very  heart  to  glow  with  a  sense  of 
satisfaction  and  triumph.  While  she  put  it 
away  in  some  safer  hiding-place  than  the 
bosom  of  a  dress  changed  three  times  a  day, 
Mr.  Eoy  was  driving  into  Lincoln's-Inn  for  a 
personal  interview  with  that  unerring  adviser, 
that  unimpeachable  authority,  that  unquestion- 
able institution,  the  family  solicitor. 

I  suppose  nobody  ever  crossed  the  threshold 
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of  his  ^'  own  man-of-business  "  without  a  painful 
consciousness  of  mental  inferiority ;  less  the 
result  of  professional  inexperience,  of  pitiful 
ignorance  concerning  the  wonderful  ways  of 
the  law,  than  of  a  strange  sense  that  he  has 
been  suddenly  shifted,  as  it  were,  to  the  stage 
side  of  the  footlights,  and  begins  to  see 
everything  in  life  from  an  entirely  novel  point 
of  view. 

That  which  appeared  an  hour  ago  as  clear 
as  the  sun  at  noon,  seems  now  to  require 
corroboration  by  a  mass  of  evidence.  The 
statement,  prepared  with  so  much  thought 
and  study,  that  carried  conviction  in  every 
sentence,  is  found  to  be  loose,  garbled, 
incapable  of  holding  water,  and  in  some 
respects  tending  to  furnish  arguments  for  the 
other  side.  Facts  are  no  longer  stuljborn, 
except  in  the  one  sense  that  they  stubbornly 
elude  substantiation,  and  the  litio;ant  is 
surprised  to  find  how  much  he  has  been  in 
the  habit  of  taking  things  for  granted  that 
have  no  legal  existence  till  fortified  by  actual 
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proof.  He  doubts  his  own  senses,  memory, 
and  reasoning  powers,  vaguely  conscious  of  a 
benumbing  imbecility,  and  approaches  the 
shrine  of  his  oracle  with  as  little  self- 
dependence  as  the  most  ignorant  of  savages, 
asking  help  from  his  god. 

A  clerk  in  the  outer  office — pale,  inky,  but 
of  a  self-important  demeanour  as  being  brim- 
full  of  law — took  the  client's  name  to  his 
employer,  and  returned  with  "Mr.  Sharpens 
compliments,  he  was  engaged  at  present,  but 
would  see  Mr.  Eoy  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour." 
There  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  wait  in  the 
office,  and  make  the  most  of  yesterday's  Times, 
as  perused  in  an  uncomfortable  attitude  on  a 
shiny  high -backed  chair. 

"Mr.  Sharpe  will  see  you  now,  sir,"  said 
the  clerk,  when  the  stated  time  had  exj)ired, 
ushering  out  an  old  lady  in  black,  smelling  of 
peppermint  and  dissolved  in  tears.  ''This 
way,  sir.  Allow  me,  ma'am,  if  you  please,"  to 
the  lady  who  was  fumbling  helplessly  at  the 
door-handle ;    and    John    Eoy  found    himself 
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fairly  committed  to  make  his  statement  under 
the  critical  observation  of  ^Ir.  Sharpe. 

"  Take  a  seat,  sir.  A  fine  day,  sir ;  warm, 
but  seasonable  for  the  time  of  year,"  were  the 
reassuring  words  of  that  gentleman,  as  he 
scanned  his  client  from  under  a  pair  of  bushy 
eyebrows,  that  gave  character  to  a  countenance 
in  other  respects  commonplace  enough.  "  We 
have  not  met  for  a  considerable  time,  Mr.  Eoy 
and  I  hope  I  see  3^ou  well." 

His  client's  mouth  was  dry,  and  his  answer 
wholly  unintelligible. 

Mr.  Sharpe,  fitting  the  tips  of  his  fingers 
together  with  the  utmost  nicety,  afi'orded  no 
more  assistance,  but  waited  for  the  other  to  begin. 

It  was  no  easy  job.  "  Mr.  Sharpe,"  he 
stammered,  "  I  have  come  to  consult  you 
professionally — professionally — you  understand ; 
of  course  in  the  strictest  confidence,  entirely 
between  ourselves,  and  to  go  no  farther." 

Mr.  Sharpe  bowed.  He  was  used  to 
these  preliminaries,  accepting  them  with  mild 
contempt. 
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"  My  business,"  continued  John  Eoy,  sadly 
discomposed,  "is  of  a  very  disagreeable  kind." 

"  Nothing  remarkable  in  that,  sir ! "  returned 
his  solicitor.  "  If  business  were  not  usually 
disagreeable,  we  lawyers  would  have  nothing 
to  do." 

"  The  fact  is,  Mr.  Sharpe,  that  I— that  I— 
I  have  reason  to  be  much  dissatisfied  with  my 
wife." 

"  Nothing  remarkable  in  that,  sir ! "  repeated 
his  adviser.  "  Forgive  me  for  saying  so,  it  is  a 
commune  malum,  for  which  there  is  no  remedy 
at  common  law.  May  I  ask,  sir,  is  the  lady 
residing  at  present  under  your  roof?  " 

*'  Not  the  least !  That  is  what  I  came  to 
talk  about.  She  has  left  her  home  for  several 
weeks,  and  I  have  no  means  of  ascertaining 
where  she  is." 

Mr.  Sharpe  grew  more  attentive,  but  waited 
for  his  client  to  go  on. 

"  I  have  reason  to  believe  she  came  to 
London,"  resumed  the  visitor,  "  and  perhaps  I 
might   be  able  to  trace  her  movements  if  I 
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chose  to  take  the  trouble,  but  having  quitted 
my  house  at  her  own  caprice,  she  shall  not 
re-enter  it  with  my  consent.  I  mean  to  state 
my  case  fairly,  and  ask  your  assistance  to  set 
me  free." 

''  One  word,  Mr.  Koy.  Is  there  no  prospect 
of  reconciliation  ?  Ladies  are  apt  to  be  hasty 
— inconsiderate,  and  repent  when  it  is  too  late. 
I  should  be  willing  to  mediate  between  you, 
not  professionally,  you  understand,  but  as  a 
private  friend." 

''  It  is  no  question  of  anything  of  the  kind," 
replied  the  other  in  great  heat  and  excitement. 
"Matters  are  so  bad,  that  I  am  justified, 
morally,  and,  I  believe,  legally,  in  cutting 
myself  adrift  from  a  woman  who  has  dis- 
honoured me." 

"That  is  a  grave  accusation,"  replied 
Mr.  Sharpe  mth  some  solemnity.  "May  I 
ask,  sir,  if  you  have  any  proofs  ?  " 

"  Judge  for  yourself ! "  returned  the  other, 
placing  Nelly  s  letter  on  the  table.  "  If  that 
is  not  proof,  I  don't  know  what  they  require. 
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rii  have  a  divorce,  Mr.  Sliarpe,  as  sure  as  you 
sit  there,  if  it  costs  me  ten  thousand  pounds." 

The  lawyer  perused  it  attentively,  twice 
over,  took  a  sheet  of  paper,  made  a  memoran- 
dum or  two,  and  returned  the  important 
document  to  its  owner  without  a  word. 

"  Well  ? "  asked  the  latter,  expecting,  no 
doubt,  an  outbreak  of  virtuous  indignation. 

"That  letter,  sir,  is  compromising,  very 
compromising,  no  doubt,"  admitted  the  solicitor. 
'*  Piimd  facie,  it  argues  a  degree  of  intimacy 
with  the  person  to  whom  it  is  addressed,  that 
a  husband  would  be  justified  in  disallowing. 
I  cannot,  however,  advise  you,  Mr.  Eoy,  that 
this,  and  this  alone,  would  be  held  proof 
sufficient  to  justify  the  taking  of  our  case  into 
court.  I  assume  you  have  consulted  me  with 
a  view  to  ulterior  j^i'oceedings.  May  I  ask 
how  you  purpose  to  act  ?  " 

"  That  is  what  I  want  ^oic  to  tell  me,  I 
mean  to  have  a  divorce  !  How  am  I  to  set 
about  it?" 

The  lawyer  pondered.     "  In  matters  of  so 
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delicate  a  nature,"  said  he,  "  direct  proof  is  of 
course  difficult  to  obtain.  At  the  same  time, 
the  presumptive  evidence  must  be  very 
conclusive,  not  a  link  must  be  wanting  in 
the  chain  ;  there  must  be  motive,  intention, 
opportunity,  and  the  injured  party  must  come 
for  redress  with  clean  hands,  or  it  is  my  duty 
to  advise  you  the  court  will  not  grant  a  rule." 

"  Do  you  mean  they  won't  give  me  a 
divorce  ?  Then  all  I  can  say  is,  that  the  laws 
of  this  country  are  a  fallacy,  and  its  justice  a 
sham ! " 

''  I  do  not  go  so  far  as  that,  my  good  sir. 
I  only  point  out  to  you  certain  difficulties 
you  must  be  prepared  to  encounter,  certain 
conditions  indispensable  to  success.  This 
letter  carries  with  it  a  large  amount  of 
indirect  testimony.  I  have  seldom  seen  so 
much  in  so  few  lines,  and  its  very  shortness 
argues  a  probability  that  it  is  one  of  many 
others  similar  in  character ;  for  a  correspond- 
ence of  this  nature,  if  at  all  limited  in 
opportunity,   is    usually    exceedingly    difiuse. 
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I  assume,  of  course,  that  there  is  no  difficulty 
in  proving  your  wife's  hand-writing  ?  " 

*'  None  whatever.  Besides,  my  house- 
keeper found  the  letter  hidden  away  in 
Mrs.  Eoy's  jewel-case." 

"  What  is  your  housekeeper's  name  ?  " 

"Mopus  —  Mrs.  Mopus.  She  has  been 
with  me  for  years.  I  can  trust  her.  I  have 
trusted  her  with  untold  gold." 

"  Before  your  marriage  ?  " 

"  Before  and  after.  Nobody  in  the  world 
can  have  my  interest  more  at  heart." 

Mr.  Sharpe  made  another  memorandum, 
and  continued  his  questions  in  the  same  low, 
equable  tone. 

"  Your  wife  left  her  home  on  the  13th  ?  " 

"On  the  13th." 

"Alone,  do  I  understand?  and  without 
your  consent  ?  " 

"  She  never  asked  it.  I  remonstrated  with 
her  on  the  frequency  of  a  certain  person's 
visits,  and  she  went  off  in  a  huff.  My 
carriage  and  servants  took  her  to  the  station. 
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where  she  dismissed  them,  and  I  have  heard 
nothing  of  her  since." 

"  Till  you  obtained  possession  of  this  letter  ? 
Plow  did  it  fall  into  your  hands  ?  " 

"  Very  simply.  I  went  home  lately  to  pay 
bills  and  wages.  Hearing  from  my  housekeeper 
that  a  jewel-case  had  been  left  in  Mrs.  Eoy's 
room  unlocked,  I  went  to  examine  its  contents. 
By  mere  accident  I  lifted  the  tray,  and  found 
that  letter  concealed  beneath." 

"  Had  you  any  previous  suspicions  of  your 
wife  ?  Had  you  occasion  to  reason  with  her, 
or  to  express  your  disapproval  of  her  conduct, 
at  any  time  before  the  difference  that  led  to 
her  sudden  departure  ?  " 

Mr.  Eoy  now  entered  into  a  long  and 
rambling  statement,  detailing  many  matters 
already  narrated,  and  on  which  it  is  unneces- 
sary to  dwell,  the  more  so  that  Mr.  Sharpe, 
though  closely  attentive,  seemed  to  think  them 
of  little  importance,  and  never  put  pen  to 
paper  once  during  the  recital.  When  his 
client    finished,    however,    he    rose   as    if    to 
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conclude  the  interview,  observing  in  the 
matter-of-course  tone  he  had  preserved 
throughout — 

"There  appear  at  least  sufficient  grounds 
for  farther  inquiry.  I  presume  you  would 
wish  me  to  submit  the  case  to  counsel,  and 
take  the  best  opinion  I  can  get." 

"Go  to  the  sharpest  fellow  out !  I  don't 
care  what  it  costs.  And  let  me  know  as  soon 
as  you  can,  for  this  suspense  is  more  than  I 
can  bear ! " 

.  Then  Mr.  Koy  seized  his  hat  and  made  his 
escape,  driving  straight  off  to  visit  Lady  Jane, 
that  he  might  give  her  a  detailed  account  of 
his  proceedings,  and  be  soothed  by  the 
sympathy  that  he  felt  he  had  a  right  to 
expect,  that  she  was  now  more  than  pver 
willing  to  afford.  Both  seemed  to  believe  the 
chief  obstacle  to  their  union  was  removed, 
and  to  consider  the  expected  counsel's  opinion 
almost  tantamount  to  a  license  from  Doctors' 
Commons  for  immediate  wedlock.  After 
considerable  delay,  it   arrived   in   due  course 
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— sound,  practical,  sensible,  and  carefully  ex- 
pressed, balancing  pros  and  cons,  the  cliances 
for  and  against,  with  a  nicety  and  exactitude 
that  left  the  matter  at  precisely  the  same  de- 
gree of  uncertainty  as  before. 
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CHAPTER  YII. 

THE    IREEPEESSIBLE. 

"  Where  have  you  been  hiding  all  this  time  ? 
I  thought  you  had  quite  forgotten  us.  One 
never  sees  you  now." 

Miss  Bruce  shaded  her  eyes  with  a  pink- 
tinted  parasol  from  the  sun-glint  off  the 
water.  Her  carriage  had  been  draw^n  up  by 
the  Serpentine,  and  Lord  Fitzowen  was 
leaning  against  the  door. 

''I  am  flattered  to  think  I  have  been 
missed/'  answered  that  young  nobleman,  who 
did  not  seem  quite  in  his  usual  spirits.  "  I 
hardly  suppose  you  are  pining  for  me;  but 
without  wishing  to  be  rude,  Miss  Bruce,  I 
cannot  help  observing  you  look  pale  and  tired. 
I  hope  there  is  nothing  the  matter." 

She  smiled,  not  without  a  little  blush  that 
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denied  the  charge  of  pallor  for  itself.  "  London 
dissipation,  I  conclude,"  she  answered  wearily. 
"  But  you  need  not  have  told  me  I  am  hideous. 
We  go  out  night  after  night,  you  know,  the 
same  round,  like  horses  in  a  mill,  and  what's 
the  use  ?  " 

"  Exactly  the  question  I  was  asking  myself 
w^hen  I  caught  sight  of  your  carriage.  I  was 
meditating,  you  understand,  by  the  *  sad  sea- 
wave.'  That  is  all  very  well  for  me.  But, 
Miss  Bruce,  why  do  you  come  here  ?  " 

The  blush  that  had  faded  rose  ao-ain  a 
shade  deeper.  She  was  not  going  to  tell  him 
or  anybody  why,  but  for  some  reason  of  her 
own  the  Serpentine  reminded  her  of  Mr.  Brail. 
"Do  you  suppose  I  can't  meditate  too?" 
she  returned,  lowering  her  parasol.  "I  was 
reflecting  just  now  what  useless  lives  w^e  lead ; 
you  and  I  and  the  rest  of  us,  wasting  our  time 
in  amusements  that  dont  amuse  us  after  all ! " 

"  That's  the  grievance !  I  never  used  to 
be  bored.  Never  knew  what  fellows  meant 
by  the  word.     And — now !  "     The  yawn  with 
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^yllicll  he  ■  pointed  this  dishearteuing  confession 
sjifficiently  attested  its  truth. 
.  Lord  Fitzowen  had  insensibly  passed  one 
of  the  landmarks  set  up  to  remind  us  that  in 
this  world  of  change  we  must  be  carried  with 
the  current,  rest  on  our  oars  as  idly  as  we 
may.  There  comes  a  time  for  most  men^ 
usually  before  they  are  thirty,  when  boots, 
coats,  horses,  and  cigars  seem  stripped  of 
their  engrossing  fascinations.  To  have  seen  a 
favourite  tried  at  Newmarket,  to  be  on  visiting 
terms  with  a  popular  actress,  are  experiences 
that  no  longer  raise  them  in  their  own  esteem, 
and  they  wake  up,  as  it  were,  to  a  new  world, 
of  which  they  seem  no  less  ignorant  than  the 
chicken  bursting  from  its  shell.  This  is  the 
jDcriod  at  which  men  take  to  work  in  good 
earnest;  and,  strangely  enough,  the  idlest  in 
youth  often  become  the  busiest  in  after  life. 
This  is  the  period,  too,  at  which  they  bitterly 
regret  the  time  hitherto  lost,  the  bad  start 
that  prevents  their  being  more  forward  in 
tlie  race,  realising   in  chances  neglected   and 
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advantages  thrown  away  Lord  Lytton's  touching 
lines  of  him  who 

"  Paltered  with  pleasures  that  pleased  not,  and  fame  where 
no  fame  could  be. 
And  how  shall  I  look,  do  you  think,  AVill,  with  the 
angels  looking  at  me  %  " 

How  shall  the  best  of  us  look  in  such 
company  ?  And  how  the  angels  must  wonder 
we  can  be  such  fools ! 

"A  man  has  no  right  to  be  bored,"  said 
Miss  Hester,  with  a  curl  of  her  lip.  *'You 
have  so  many  pursuits,  so  much  excitement. 
Xot  like  us.  When  a  woman  is  really  unhappy, 
what  resource  has  she  in  the  world  ?  " 
"  She  can  always  sit  down  and  cry." 
"As  you  would  sit  down  and  smoke. 
Nonsense.  Some  of  us  have  too  much  spirit 
to  cry.  We  get  cross  though,  I  don't  deny  it, 
and  then  we  make  the  people  about  us  as 
uncomfortable  as  ourselves." 

"  Men  have  not  that  consolation." 
"Haven't    they!      There    we    differ.      It 
seems  to  me  that  a  man's   troubles  react  on 
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the  women  wlio  are  about  liim,  even  to  Ms 
aches  aDd  pains.  We  bear  your  burdens  and 
our  own  too." 

*'  I  wish  you  would  lend  me  a  hand  with 
mine." 

"  So  I  will  if  I  can.  AVe  are  old  friends, 
Lord  Fitzowen,  and  may  trust  one  another. 
You  know,  you  need  only  ask  for  my  poor 
little  helj).  It  is  not  much,  but  would  be 
freely  given." 

Now  in  this  cordial  profession  Miss  Bruce 
was  not  quite  so  sincere  as  she  persuaded 
herself.  No  doubt  she  felt  pleased  to  meet 
his  lordship  again,  and  would  have  made  any 
commonplace  social  exertion  to  do  him  a 
favour,  but  her  principal  reason  for  retaining 
him  at  her  side  with  such  an  appearance  of 
interest  was  the  excuse  thus  afforded  for  a 
delay  that  would  otherwise  seem  strange  in 
the  eyes  of  the  coachman  and  footman  who 
had  her  in  charge.  After  dropping  Papa  at 
his  club,  to  return  for  him  in  an  hour,  she 
caused  herself  to  be  driven  to  the  Serpentine, 
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avowedly  for  "a  breath''  of  air."  In  the 
distance,  at  least  half  a  mile  off,  she  had  spied 
a  figure  very  like  Mr.  Brail  walking  towards 
her  in  company  with  a  lady  while  she  was 
conversing  with  Lord  Fitzowen.  So  long  as 
she  remained  in  the  same  place,  this  interesting 
couple  could  not  but  pass  under  her  nose,  so 
she  must  keep  his  lordship  a  few  more  minutes 
at  the  carriage-door  as  an  excuse  for  standing 
still.  Hester's  eyes  did  not  deceive  her. 
Collingwood  Brail  and  Nelly  were  indeed 
taking  a  walk  together  in  the  Park.  The 
kind  young  sailor,  unhappy  himself,  had 
noticed  the  constant  depression  of  Mrs.  John's 
spirits,  and  recommended  his  favourite  remedy, 
a  "good  long  cruise  in  the  fresh  air."  Xelly, 
who  yearned  in  her  heart  for  something  more 
rural  than  the  Strand,  consented,  nothing  loth, 
and  the  pair  wandered  socially  into  the  Park 
up  the  ride,  over  the  bridge,  past  the  Powder 
Magazine,  and  along  the  water's  edge.  Nelly 
caring  little  where  she  went,  and  Brail  choosing 
this  particular  walk  because  he  had  once  heard 
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Miss  Bruce  admit  that  she  thouorht  it  "  rather 
nice." 

But  keen  as  was  Hester  s  sight  we  may  be 
sure  the  sailor's  practised  eye  made  out  the 
carriage  and  its  occupant,  even  before  he  was 
himself  recognised.  Nelly  marked  his  bronze 
cheek  turn  pale,  and  he  stopped  short  in  the 
middle  of  a  sentence.  "  Mrs.  John,"  said  he, 
with  rather  a  foolish  laugh,  and  the  gulp  of  a 
man  who  is  making  a  clean  breast  of  it,  *'you 
know  about  Miss  Bruce.  I've  often  mentioned 
her.     That's  her  carriage  !     There  she  is  ! " 

If  he  liked  Mrs.  John  before,  she  earned 
his  eternal  gratitude  now.  For  sufficient 
reasons  Nelly  had  no  desire  to  be  recognised 
by  any  neighbour  who  remembered  her  at 
Eoyston  Grange,  least  of  all  by  the  handsome, 
happy  girl  whom  she  had  received  under  such 
different  circumstances  as  a  guest  in  her  own 
house.  It  was  with  no  consideration  for  her 
companion,  but  in  a  sheer  instinct  of  self- 
defence  that  she  exclaimed — 

"  AValk   on,  Mr.  Brail !    go   and   speak  to 
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her !  I  know  you  won't  be  hapjDy  if  you  miss 
such  a  chance.  I'll  wait  here  :  or,  better  still, 
I'll  find  my  way  home  alone.  No,  don't 
apologise.  I  should  really  prefer  it,  and  if 
I'm  tired,  I  can  take  a  cab." 

He  felt  bound  to  remonstrate,  but  not 
*^  with  a  will,"  and,  it  is  needless  to  add,  went 
on  by  himself  with  a  heightened  colour  and  a 
beating  heart. 

Miss  Bruce,  who  saw  him  coming,  grew 
absent  and  restless.  To  Lord  Fitzowen's 
conversation,  which  conveyed  indeed  nothing 
particularly  new  or  interesting,  she  made 
the  most  inconsequent  remarks ;  and  Fitz, 
who  was  not  without  the  social  instinct 
called  "  tact,"  felt  he  was  actually  "  in  the 
way." 

"  No  doubt,"  he  reflected  humbly,  and  with 
resignation,  "  this  is  part  of  the  whole  thing. 
I  bore  myself  intensely,  and  am  becoming  a 
bore  to  other  people.  Even  Miss  Bruce  can't 
stand  me  for  more  than  ten  minutes,  and 
would  rather  sit  here  deserted  in  the  wilderness 
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than  undergo  my  platitudes  any  longer.  I 
accept  the  omen.  I  have  become  a  fogey.  I 
must  make  up  my  mind  to  be  rubbed  out,  and 
content  myself  like  other  fogeys  with  the 
evening  paper  and  the  club." 

So  his  lordship  bowed  himself  off,  and, 
without  once  looking  behind  him,  strolled 
leisurely  away. 

Our  business  is  not  at  present  with 
CoUingwood  Brail,  but  if  he  was  the  man  we 
take  him  for,  it  seems  improbable  that  he 
would  suffer  so  auspicious  an  occasion  to  pass 
unimproved.  Eather  will  we  follow  Lord 
Fitzowen,  who  placidly  coasting  that  straight 
and  mathematical  piece  of  water,  called  by 
Londoners  the  Serpentine,  drifted  into  the 
least  frequented  part  of  the  Eide,  just  in  time 
to  meet  Nelly  pacing  calmly  home. 

She  knew  him  a  hundred  yards  off.  There 
was  no  mistaking  the  light  easy  gait  of  that 
unforgotten  figure,  the  well-cut  clothes,  the 
high-bred  air,  and  the  hat  worn  jauntily 
aslant,  in  virtue,  as  he  used  to  protest,  of  his 
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Irish  title.  She  half  stopped  and  half  turned 
aside,  but  thought  better  of  it,  and  walked  on. 
After  all,  why  should  she  not  meet  him  ?  He 
was  a  link  with  the  past  life,  that  now  seemed 
like  a  dream.  He  lived  in  the  world  from 
which  she  had  been  shut  out.  He  must 
know,  perhaps  he  would  tell  her,  something 
of  her  husband,  and  it  was  doing  him  only 
justice  to  admit  he  ought  to  be  welcome  for 
his  own  sake.  He  had  always  been  kind, 
considerate,  and  agreeable.  She  was  glad  to 
see  him,  and  would  not  pretend  to  be  anything 
else.  Had  she  cared  for  him  ever  so  little,  she 
could  not  but  have  been  gratified  by  his 
manner,  while  he  accosted  her.  He  was  not 
shy.  It  had  been  proverbial  in  his  old 
regiment,  that  "  what  would  make  Fitz  blush 
would  make  another  man  fly  the  kingdom." 
Nevertheless,  the  woman  he  admired  and 
regarded  more  than  any  other  in  the  world, 
came  upon  him  so  unexpectedly,  that  she  put 
him  utterly  to  rout.  He  was  disarmed, 
unmanned,    colouring    and    cowering    like    a 
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5cliool-boy,  suspecting  lie  looked,  and  satisfied 
he  felt,  like  a  fool. 

Two  people  in  sucli  a  position  are  seldom 
equally  confused,  or  what  a  world  of  cross- 
purposes  we  should  have !  One  gathers 
confidence  from  the  disorder  of  the  other, 
and  women,  I  verily  believe,  for  all  their 
assumed  timidity,  have  more  social  courage 
than  men. 

Nelly  put  out  her  hand  heartily  enough, 
and  he  took  it  with  the  homage  a  subject 
renders  to  his  queeu. 

In  such  a  crisis,  our  compatriots,  who  have 
seldom  much  to  say  at  a  moment's  notice,  take 
refuge  in  the  most  minute  inquiries  as  to  each 
other  s  health,  only  stopping  short  of  feeling 
pulses,  and  looking  at  tongues,  in  the  engrossing 
interest  they  profess  for  mutual  salubrity. 
When  Lord  Fitzowen  and  Nelly  had  satisfied 
themselves  in  turn  that  neither  was  a  sufi'erer 
from  organic  disease,  there  ensued  an  awkward 
and  protracted  pause,  broken  by  the  lady,  of 
course. 


THE  IRREPRESSIBLE.  109 

''  I  wonder  you  knew  me,"  said  she.  "  It 
is  so  long  since  we  met,  and  you  cannot  have 
expected  to  see  me  here." 

*'  Knew  you  !  "  replied  his  lordship,  finding 
speech  restored  as  by  a  miracle.  ''  Don't  you 
think  I  should  know  you  anywhere  ?  Do  you 
suppose  there  is  another  Mrs.  Eoy  in  the 
world,  or  if  there  were  a  hundred,  that  I  could 
mistake  any  woman  alive  for  you  !  Have  you 
forgotten " 

"But,  mvlord." 

He  held  up  his  hand.  *'  You  are  not  to 
say  '  my  lord,'  "  he  interrupted.  *'  I  am  sure 
you  must  remember  our  compact,  and  you  may 
trust  your  dictionary  as  frankly  now  as  you 
did  then." 

The  playful  manner,  the  kind,  protecting, 
yet  wholly  courteous,  tone,  took  her  back  to 
the  happy  times  of  love,  and  wedlock,  and 
Eoyston  Grange.  She  had  been  living  a  life 
of  complete  seclusion,  at  her  own  choice, 
indeed,  but  none  the  less  dreary  for  that,  of 
daily  duties,  business-like,   irksome,   anordiug 
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little  scope  for  variety,  none  for  interest;  she 
had  gone  into  no  society  whatever,  and  had 
scarcely  stood  face  to  face  with  a  gentleman, 
except  Collingwood  Brail,  for  many  weeks. 
Can  we  wonder  she  felt  unable  to  resist  the 
charm  of  Fitzowen's  pleasant  companionship, 
and  accorded  freely  his  humble  request,  that 
he  miofht  see  her  to  the  end  of  the  Park,  and 
put  her  into  a  cab  to  take  her  home  ? 

He  had  too  much  experience  to  startle  her 
by  asking  point-blank  what  he  wanted  to 
know,  and  had  tried  in  vain  for  some  wrecks 
to  find  out,  viz.  where  she  lived,  what  she  was 
doincr  and  whether  he  might  call  on  her  in  her 
own  house?  His  code  of  morals  was  one  of 
which  we  cannot  approve,  the  result  of  a  false 
system  of  education,  and  adopted  in  common 
with  other  young  men  of  his  kind,  less  from 
innate  depravity  than  an  utter  absence  of  that 
religious  principle  which  alone  defines  the 
border  of  right  and  wrong. 

It  would  have  been  difficult  to  make  Fitz 
understand  w^hy  a  woman  separated  from  her 
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husband  should  not  be  as  completely  a  free 
agent  as  a  man  who  had  never  been  married 
at  all.  He  could  see  that  it  was  wrong  to 
disturb  wedded  happiness  and  the  peace  of 
families,  to  blight  a  girl's  hopes  or  taint  a 
woman's  reputation  before  the  world  with  the 
lightest  breath  of  shame.  Such  injuries  he 
would  no  more  have  inflicted  than  he  would 
have  made  fun  of  the  deaf,  tripped  up  the 
blind,  or  struck  a  man  when  he  was  down. 
To  his  own  code  of  social  morality,  as  it  may 
be  called,  he  adhered  strictly;  but  this  left  a 
wide  range  wherein  he  felt  at  liberty  to  disport 
himself  as  he  pleased. 

That  he  was  doing  injury  either  to  herself 
or  Mr.  Roy  in  trying  to  win  Nelly's  afPections 
now  that  she  had  voluntarily  left  her  home,  he 
would  have  stoutly  denied ;  and  had  you  told 
him  his  intentions  were  evil,  simply  and  solely 
because  opposed  to  the  law  of  God,  he  would 
have  admired  your  sincerity,  pitied  your 
bigotry,  and  declined  to  argue  the  subject  with 
one  who  saw  it  from  so  different  a  point  of  view. 
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The  passions  are  bad  enougli ;  but  if  we 
have  to  battle  with  the  affections,  we  want  all 
the  help  we  can  get.  The  devil  had  no  worldly- 
experience  when  he  took  the  form  of  a  serpent. 
He  knows  better  now,  and  comes  in  the  shape 
of  an  angel,  appealing  to  our  higher  feelings, 
our  better  nature ;  arguing,  plausibly  enottgh, 
that  those  sentiments  cannot  be  unworthy 
which  elevate  us  above  our  kind.  We  have 
but  one  answer :  "I  mai/  not,  and  therefore  I 
will  not ! "  Nobody  ever  yet  regretted  its 
enunciation ;  and  there  are  many  reasons, 
notwithstanding  the  well-known  argument  of 
the  French  princess,  why  "No"  is  a  more 
valuable  expression  than  "  Yes." 

^^  I  have  never  seen  you  about  anywhere, 
Mrs.  Eoy,"  continued  his  lordship  in  a  light, 
easy  tone,  at  which  she  could  not  take  alarm. 
**  I  have  wondered,  and  fidgeted,  and  feared 
you  were  ill,  and  tried  in  all  sorts  of  ways  to 
learn  what  had  become  of  you ;  but  I  am  so 
discreet  I  have  never  asked  one  of  our  mutual 
acquaintances  to  help  me  in  my  search." 


THE  IRREPRESSIBLE.  1 13 

*''  Do  you  see  many  of  ttiem  ?  "  she  returned, 
quivering  all  over  to  think  that  this  man  might 
have  dined  only  last  night  in  company  with 
Mr.  Roy.  "  I  am  always  pleased  to  hear  of 
old  friends,  to  be  reminded  of  anybody  or 
anything  connected  with  Royston  Grange." 

"  Have  you  not  been  there  since  the 
winter?"  he  asked,  in  the  hope  of  drawing 
an  avowal  of  some  sort. 

"  Lord  Fitzowen,  you  hioio  I  have  not  ?  " 

"  Forgive  me,  Mrs.  Roy,  I  did  know  it.  I 
am  such  a  coward  I  only  put  the  question  to 
gain  time.  Of  course  I  knew.  Of  course  I 
have  heard  all  sorts  of  stories.  Of  course 
I  believe  nothing  but  that  you  are  wholly 
right,  and  everybody  else  grossly  in  the 
wrong." 

"  What  have  you  heard  ?  " 

"  Only  the  common  gossip  of  the  world ; 
the  handfuls  of  mud  with  which  it  likes  to 
pelt  those  it  envies  for  their  superiority. 
People  talked  of  a  quarrel,  a  separation,  in- 
compatibility of  temper,  unworthy  accusations. 

VOL.    II.  I 
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I  was  only  convinced  you  had  been  shamefully 
ill-used." 

"  Why  should  you  think  that  ?  " 

"  Why  !  Because  I  know  it  instinctively 
in  my  heart  of  hearts.  Because  you  are  unlike 
most  women,  and  better  than  all.  I  do  not 
pelt  you  with  compliments,  or  throw  your 
personal  attractions,  charm  of  manner,  and  so 
on  in  your  teeth.  You  are  above  that  kind  of 
thing.  But  if  you  were  as  plain  as  you  are — 
well,  as  you  are  not,  I  should  still  quote  you 
as  the  person  of  all  others  most  likely  to  make 
a  happy  home  for  any  man  in  his  senses. 
Good  heavens  !  what  more  can  a  fellow  want  ?  " 

"  I  was  not  born  a  lady,"  she  said,  with  a 
thoughtful  far-away  look  that  denoted  some 
engrossing  interest  wholly  unconnected  with 
the  flatterer  at  her  side. 

"  A  lady !  Then  what  in  the  name  of 
prejudice  is  a  lady  ?  I  know  a  good  many — I 
think  I  ought  to  be  a  judge.  My  dear  Mrs. 
Eoy,  quite  the  most  /^;zladylike  woman  of  my 
acquaintance   goes   in   to   dinner   before   half 
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the  peeresses  in  London.  She  is  rude,  yet 
exacting;  shy,  but  overbearing;  awkward, 
ill-dressed,  and  as  ugly  as  sin ;  in  all  respects 
a  complete  contrast  to  yourself,  and,  except 
for  her  rank,  has  no  more  claim  to  be  called 
a  lady  than  your  cook !  Xow,  will  you  tell 
me  that  birth  or  station  have  anything  to  do 
with  it,  and  that  there  are  not  natural  gentle- 
women, realhj  gentle,  and — and  loveable,  in 
every  class  of  life  ?  " 

They  were  pleasant  words,  they  salved  her 
wounded  spirit  like  drops  of  balm.  Fitz, 
always  enthusiastic — a  quality  to  which,  in 
these  lack-a-daisical  times,  he  owed  much  of 
his  popularity — had  worked  himself  into  a 
great  heat  and  excitement,  fully  convinced  for 
the  moment  that  society  demanded  complete 
reconstruction  from  a  new  basis,  at  the  level 
— wherever  that  mio'ht  be — of  this  beautiful 
Mrs.  Eoy. 

"  Unequal  marriages  never  answer,"  she 
replied  softly.  "  ^line  was  only  another 
example  of  the  rule." 
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''Because  you  married  a  man  who  did  not 
understand  you,  did  not  appreciate  you ;  and 
whom,  therefore,  it  is  impossible  you  can  have 
really  loved." 

"  Lord  Fit zo  wen,  you  do  not  think  so  badly 
of  me  as  that ! " 

"  Think  badly  of  you  !  I,  who  believe  in 
you  as  the  pattern  of  everything  a  woman 
should  be !  Who  esteem  and  honour  you 
more  than  any  other  creature  upon  earth ; 
who,  if  you  had  only  been  free,  would 
have " 

"  Lord  Fitzowen,  wdll  you  kindly  call  me  a 
cab  ?  We  are  at  the  end  of  our  w^alk.  I  am 
glad  to  have  seen  you  again.     Good-bye." 

She  put  out  her  hand,  which  he  held  for  a 
moment,  w^hile  he  asked,  "  Where  shall  I  tell 
him  to  drive  ?  " 

''  I  can  OTve  him  his  orders  when  I  cret  in." 

He  felt  hurt,  and  showed  it.  "Will  you 
not  even  trust  me  with  your  address?"  said 
he  reproachfully.  "  What  have  I  done  that  I 
am  never  to  see  you  again  ?  " 
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She  looked  him  full  in  the  face  with  those 
deep,  clear,  honest  eyes. 

"  My  lord,  you  are  a  gentleman,  you  are  a 
man  of  honour,  and  you  profess  to  be  my 
friend.  Can  you  not  see  that,  situated  as  I 
am,  you  could  inflict  no  greater  injury  than  by 
seeking  my  company  at  home  or  abroad?  I 
will  not  deny  I  was  glad  to  see  you  to-day, 
and  when  my  misfortunes  permit,  I  shall  be 
glad  to  see  you  again  ;  but  in  the  mean  time  I 
do  not  intend  that  we  shall  meet,  and  I  require 
you  on  no  account  to  follow  me  home.  It 
must  be  so,  believe  me,  and  I  know  you  will 
be,  as  you  always  were,  kind  and  considerate 
and  unselfish  for  my  sake." 

''  By  Jove  !  you're  the  best  woman  in  the 
world,"  answered  Fitz,  completely  subdued, 
and  helping  her  into  a  hansom  cab,  with  tears 
in  his  eyes.  "  I'll  do  anything  you  ask  me, 
now  and  always.  God  bless  you,  Mrs.  Eoy, 
and  good-bye !  " 

But  he  could  not  give  her  up  so  entirely, 
all  the  same.     Before  he  had  walked  twenty 
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yards  along  the  pavement,  he  spied  a  limber 
fellow  in  a  red  waistcoat,  who  had  held  his 
horse  and  done  his  errands  on  many  occasions, 
and  he  could  not  resist  the  opportunity. 

"  Do  you  see  that  hansom  with  a  grey 
horse?" 

"  And  a  white  'at,  my  lord  ?   Yes,  my  lord." 

"  There  is  a  lady  in  it ;  follow  her  wherever 
she  goes,  and  bring  me  her  address.  Do  you 
want  any  money  ?  " 

-    **  No,  my  lord — Yes,  my  lord — All  right, 
my  lord !  "  and  the  man  vanished  like  a  sprite. 

It  is  thus  we  travel  to  our  inevitable 
destination.  One  step  forward,  and  two  back ; 
such  is  the  pilgrim's  unassisted  progress  along 
the  narrow  way. 


CHAPTER  YIII. 

CHAMPIXG   THE   BIT. 

JoHX  Roy,  like  the  rest  of  us,  seeing  every 
prospect  of  attaining  his  wishes,  began  to 
think  that,  after  all,  he  was  not  much  better 
off  than  before.  He  seemed,  indeed,  less  a 
free  agent  than  ever,  hampered  by  an  actual 
wife,  and  a  possible  at  the  same  time.  Lady 
Jane,  too,  whose  former  husband  could  have 
attested  that  she  was  not  remarkably  temperate 
in  single  harness,  bounced  and  fretted,  and 
made  herself  exceedingly  disagreeable  as  one 
of  a  pair.  Since  Roy  confided  his  intention  of 
obtaining  a  divorce,  her  ladyship  had  assumecl 
many  airs  and  graces,  less  becoming  to  a  widow 
than  a  bride. 

Her  friends,  finding  them  useless,  discon- 
tinued their  expostulations,  and  her  intimacy 
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witli  Mr.  Eoy,  which  had  ceased  to  be  a  nine 
days'  wonder,  seemed  now  accepted  as  a  matter 
of  personal  convenience,  creating  no  interest 
and  little  surprise.  A  woman  never  likes  an 
admirer  so  much  as  while  she  has  to  stand  up 
for  him,  and  Lady  Jane,  missing  the  excitement 
of  fio;htinQ^  Ins  battles  with  her  friends,  was 
fain  to  substitute  that  of  fio-htins^  her  own 
with  him.  He  belonged  to  her  now,  she 
argued — might  be  considered,  to  a  certain 
extent,  in  the  light  of  a  husband,  and  must 
be  treated  accordingly. 

Duriug  this  period  of  probation,  our 
injudicious  friend  often  found  cause  to  regret 
the  mild  and  equable  rule  of  the  wife  he  had 
abandoned.  Lady  Jane  seemed  to  expect 
from  him  the  ready  docility  of  courtship, 
combined  with  the  good-humoured  indifference 
of  matrimony.  He  was  to  do  exactly  what 
slie  liked.  She  was  to  do  exactly  what  she 
pleased.  He  must  be  in  waiting  to  attend  her 
at  all  hours,  to  all  places,  while  not  objecting 
to  be  shunted,  at  a  moment's  notice,  for  such 
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of  her  less  advanced  acquaintances  as  still 
disapproved  of  the  connection.  She  paraded 
him  at  church,  of  course,  and  at  all  the 
theatres;  nay,  she  once  went  so  far  as  to 
take  him  out  shopping,  and  kept  him  by  her 
chair,  at  Marshall  and  Snelgrove's,  a  whole 
mortal  hour ! 

He  kicked  freely  that  time,  and  it  is  only 
fair  to  say  she  never  tried  him  so  high  again. 

But  they  were  growing  a  little  out  of  love 
with  each  other  day  by  day.  Somehow  the 
bloom  was  off  the  thiuo^,  and  both  beg-an  to 
experience  an  uncomfortable  sense  of  thraldom, 
though  neither  could  have  explained  why. 
Her  heart  beat  no  faster  now,  when  she  heard 
his  knock,  and  he  had  ceased  to  follow  it 
up-stairs  two  steps  at  a  time.  But  a  link  is 
none  the  less  secure  because  for  gold  has  been 
substituted  iron,  and  although  they  often 
quarrelled,  nay,  sometimes  yawned,  they 
seemed  to  affect  each  other's  company  more 
than  ever. 

That  jealousy  may  exist  without  love,  is  a 
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position  only  seeming  untenable  to  those  who 
have  not  studied  the  more  paradoxical  sex,  in 
the  rise,  progress,  and  inevitable  decay  of  their 
affections.  With  a  man,  indeed,  the  sense  of 
proprietorship  seldom  survives  an  attachment, 
and  it  is  only  justice  to  admit  that  when  a 
woman  is  once  out  of  his  heart  she  never 
enters  his  head ;  whereas,  perhaps,  from  deeper 
tenderness,  perhaps  from  more  insatiable 
rapacity,  perhaps,  how  can  I  tell?  from  a 
mere  instinct  of  acquisitiveness,  common  in 
all  animals  to  the  female,  a  lady  never  wholly 
abdicates  of  her  own  free  will,  but  like  a 
dethroned  sovereign  clings  to  the  empty  forms 
of  a  lost  royalty,  closing  her  baffled  fingers  on 
the  fadinoj  shadow  of  a  substance  that  has 
passed  away. 

Lady  Jane's  jealousy  seemed  to  increase 
rather  than  diminish  with  her  waning  affections. 
If  Mr.  Roy  was  ^yq  minutes  later  than  the 
time  specified  for  an  engagement,  she  told 
herself,  and  him  too,  that  she  was  sure  he  had 
some  other  attraction ;  that  he  felt  his  present 
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connection  a  servitude  and  a  clog  ;  that  he  was 
naturally  inconstant,  as  she  had  bitter  reason 
to  know !  else,  why  was  their  youthful  attach- 
ment nipped  in  the  bud?  and  why,  after 
deserting  his  first  love,  had  he  now  deserted 
his  wife  ? 

The  manifest  injustice  of  such  a  reproach 
stung  him  to  the  quick,  and  he  spoke  out : 
"Hang  it!  Lady  Jane,"  said  he;  "you  and  I 
had  better  understand  each  other  before  it  is 
too  late !  I  do  not  underrate  the  sacrifices 
*"you  are  making  on  my  behalf.  No,  and  I 
don  t  forget  them.  I  am  sure  you  remind  me 
of  them  often  enough.  But  I,  too,  am  in  a 
false  position,  and  a  very  uncomfortable  one 
besides.  Look  at  my  future.  It  is  dependent 
on  lawyers,  and  servants,  and  evidence,  and 
an  uncertain  tribunal,  of  which  I  dread  the 
publicity.  Yes,  I  dread  it,  though  I  know 
that  justice  is  on  my  side.  Now  you  are  all 
right.  You  have  nothing  to  consult  but  your 
own  wishes.  If  you  want  to  dismiss  me,  you 
need  only  say  the  word,  and  you  are  free ! '' 
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"  What  nonsense  you  talk !  Suppose  I 
should  say  the  word  ?  " 

"  I  must  take  my  hat  and  go !  It  would 
not  be  my  first  disappointment  in  life.  I  could 
get  over  it,  no  doubt,  like  the  others." 

"I  dare  say  you  would  not  mind  it 
one  bit?" 

"  Ask  yourself  that  question,  not  me,     I  am" 
tired  of  protestations,  recriminations,  bothera-  • 
tions  of  all  sorts.     Either  you  trust  me,  or  you 
dorit  trust  me.     Say  which  ?  " 

She  gave  him  one  of  the  old  looks.     "I  do^ 
trust  you,"  said  she,  earnestly ;  but  added,  with 
a  sparkle  in  the  blue  eyes,  "  as  far  as  I  can  see 
you.     Not  an  inch  beyond." 

"  Then  you  judge  of  me  by  yourself  ! " 

"  Mr.  Roy,  if  you  came  here  to  insult  me,  I 
must  remind  you  there  is  a  cab-stand  in  the 
next  street." 

"  That  is  a  broad  hint.  Lady  Jane,  and  one 
I  cannot  refuse  to  take.  I  wish  you  good 
morning." 

His  hat  was  in  his  hand,  he  had  already 
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made  two  strides,  in  high  dudgeon,  towards 
the  door ;  but  as  he  fired  up  she  cooled  down, 
and  it  was  the  Lady  Jane  of  former  days,  of 
Kensington  Gardens,  and  Hyde-Park  Corner 
whose  soft  voice  called  him  back  with  a 
plaintive  little  outcry. 

"  Mr.  Roy,  don't  go  ! '' 

''  What  would  you  have  ?  "  he  asked,  with 
his  hand  on  the  door.  *'  You  attack  me,  you 
irritate  me,  you  drive  me  mad  with  reproaches, 
you  order  me  out  of  your  house,  and  then  you 
say,  Mr.  Eoy,  don't  go  1 " 

"  And  Mr.  Eoy  has  pity,  and  stays  I  " 

"  Mr.  Roy  was  always  a  fool,  about  some- 
hod  ij,  and  gets  no  w4ser,  it  appears,  as  he  grows 
older.  But  it  is  really  time  to  put  an  end  to 
this  kind  of  thing  between  you  and  me.  It 
does  seem  such  utter  folly  for  people  situated 
as  we  are  !  " 

"But  we  are  not  situated, — that  is  what 
makes  me  irritable,  and  anxious,  and  perhaps 
a  little  unreasonable.  Admit,  now,  I  have 
good  reasons  for  being  unreasonable  ?  " 
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"Because  I  can't  drive  a  coach  and  six 
through  the  Laws  of  England!  Because  I 
can't  set  aside  a  hundred-and-fifty  prior  cases 
to  bring  forward  my  own  grievance,  and  get 
it  settled  to-morrow — never  mind  it's  being 
Sunday— out  of  hand !  Yes,  perhaps,  from  a 
lady's  point  of  view,  you  are  justified  in  being, 
as  you  say,  unreasonable  !  " 

*'  Now  you  are  a  good  boy,  and  talk  more 
like  yourself,  so  I  am  beginning  not  to  hate 
you  quite  so  much.  Therefore,  I  don't  mind 
asking  how  we  are  getting  on  ?  Out  of  mere 
curiosity,  of  course/' 

"The  very  question  I  put  to  Sharpe 
yesterday.     Out  of  mere  curiosity,  of  course." 

"Don't  repeat  my  words,  like  a  wicked 
parrot.  It  is  nice  of  you  to  be  anxious,  and 
— and — impatient.     What  did  Sharpe  say  ?  " 

"The  old  story — More  evidence.  These 
fellows  never  think  they  have  evidence 
enough." 

"Such  nonsense!  If  a  thing  is  jet-black 
you  can't  make  it  any  blacker  by  inking  it. 
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They  ought  to  set  you  free  at  once.  I've 
always  said  so,  and  I  am  sure  I  am  not 
prejudiced  one  way  or  the  other ! " 

"  Not  the  least,  I  should  say,  nobody  less 
so !  Well,  they  are  going  on,  that  is  all  I 
could  get  out  of  him ;  but  the  thing  moves  so 
slowly  that  it  does  put  me  out  very  much." 

"  Why  ?  "  with  another  of  the  looks. 

"  For  many  reasons.  In  the  first  place  I 
abominate  uncertainty ;  in  the  next,  lawyers 
contrive  to  get  through  a  great  deal  of  money ; 
and  lastly,  I  am  like  a  man  in  prison,  I  hunger 
and  thirst  to  be  free." 

She  seemed  disappointed.  "Free!"  she 
repeated.  "  Is  that  all  ?  And  shall  you  be 
free,  Mr.  Eoy,  when  this  tiresome  marriage 
of  yours  has  been  annulled  ?  " 

"  I  hope  so.  You  don't  think  I  have  got 
another  wife  hidden  away  in  a  basket  some- 
where ?     Surely  one  has  been  trouble  enough ! " 

She  looked  hurt,  and  her  temper  began  to 
rise.  The  love-maMno;  of  these  two  was 
seldom   without   such   passages   of  arms,  not 
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always  of  courtesy,  for  sometimes  tliey  fought 
with  point  and  edge,  a  Toutrance, 

"  I  should  not  be  surprised  even  at  that ! 
I  am  learning  some  strange  lessons.  One  of 
them  teaches  me  that  a  woman  only  receives  a 
stone  in  exchange  w^hen  she  gives  her  heart  to 
a  man.  You  had  better  have  your  stone  back 
again.     I  don't  want  it  any  more/' 

**  Then  why  did  you  tell  me  to  stop  just 
now  when  I  was  going  away  ?  " 

"  Why  ?  Because  I  am  a  lady.  Because  I 
do  not  choose  to  turn  a  visitor  out  of  my 
house.  Because  I  am  unmasking  you  every 
moment  as  you  sit  opposite  me  in  that  chair — 
you  used  always  to  sit  on  the  sofa,  but  you 
hate  to  be  near  me  now.  Because,  oh  !  Mr. 
Eoy,  because  I  am  not  a  man  to  forget  the 
memories  of  a  lifetime  in  five  minutes,  to 
sacrifice  justice,  honour,  and — and — and  a 
loving  woman's  affection  at  a  day's  notice  for 
a  fresh  fancy  and  a  new  face  !  " 

Then  her  ladyship    began  to  cry,  and  so 
scored  several  jDoints  in  the  game. 
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It  was  his  turn  to  play,  but  she  seemed  to 
have  left  him  very  little  on  the  table,  and 
what  are  science,  execution,  and  chalk  into  the 
bargain,  without  a  break  ? 

"  The  fancy  is  old,  though  the  face  is  not^' 
he  answered  recklessly,  and,  so  to  speak, 
taking  his  chance  of  a  fluke.  "  You  have  no 
right  to  tax  me  with  infidelity,  and  I  hope  you 
only  do  it  to  prove  my  truth.  Suppose  I  were 
to  turn  round  and  say  all  these  reproaches 
were  a  blind,  a  pretext  for  a  quarrel,  an  excuse 
to  get  rid  of  me  and  take  up  with  somebody 
else?     What  should  you  answer  to  that?''' 

"  I  should  not  answer  at  all !  I  should 
tell  you  it  was  absurd,  impossible ;  that  you 
were  mad  and  bad,  too,  or  such  an  idea  could 
never  have  entered  your  head  ! " 

"Lady  Jane,  I  give  in.  Your  logic  beats 
one  out  of  the  field.  Good  heavens !  how 
wonderful  is  the  mechanism  of  a  woman's 
mind !  Let  us  make  a  compact.  Nothing 
shall  ever  tempt  us  into  an  argument  after 
we  are  married  !  " 

VOL.    II.  K 
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She  turned  her  head  away  to  hide  the 
blush  that  mounted  to  her  temples.  "  How 
do  you  know  I  shall  marry  you  ?  I  never  said 
Itoould!'' 

"  Do  you  mean  that  after  all  I  have  gone 
through,  my  sacrifices,  my  anxiety,  my  distress, 
and  wear  and  tear  of  mind  and  body,  you  will 
throw  me  over  at  last  ?  This  is,  indeed,  a  new 
experience  of  women  and  their  ways !  Well, 
Lady  Jane,  it  is  for  you  to  decide.  Be  it  so. 
I  accept,  and  for  the  future — " 

"  Stop  a  moment,  Mr.  Roy.  I  never  said 
Iwouldfit!'' 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE   WEATHER-GAUGE. 

We  left  Brail  alongside  of  Miss  Bruce's 
barouche,  summoning  to  his  manly  heart  the 
courage  he  felt  oozing,  notwithstanding  their 
smart  gloves,  through  the  palms  of  his  brawny 
hands.  While  he  approached  the  charmer,  he 
felt  dissatisfied  with  his  hatter,  tailor,  and 
bootmaker,  discovered  that  the  weather  had 
suddenly  become  several  degrees  warmer,  and 
even  experienced  an  ignoble  desire  to  cut  and 
run,  all  which  unpleasant  sensations  vanished 
under  the  first  glance  of  her  loving  eyes,  that 
absorbed  every  feeling  of  self  in  a  delightful 
consciousness  of  the  presence  that  was  life  and 
sunshine  and  everything  else  to  liim. 

How   many   times   in    the   last    fortnight 
had    he   rehearsed    just   such   a   scene,    with 
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questions,  replies,  rejoinders,  the  whole  imagin- 
ary encounter  in  which  one  disputant  has  it 
all  his  own  way.  Yet  he  could  find  nothing 
better  to  say,  while  they  shook  hands,  than, 
''How  do  you  do,  Miss  Bruce?  You  are  the 
last  person  I  expected  to  find  here  !  " 

*'  Was  that  the  reason  you  walked  in  this 
direction  ?  "  returned  Hester,  whose  coolness 
returned  with  his  obvious  discomfiture.  "I 
hope,  Mr.  Brail,  there  is  such  a  thing  as  an 
agreeable  surprise." 

He  coloured,  he  coughed,  he  shifted  from 
one  foot  to  the  other.  "  Oh  yes — very — of 
course,"  he  stammered,  but  said  to  his  own 
heart  the  while,  "What  has  come  to  you? 
Here's  a  following  wind,  and  a  flood-tide, 
and  I'm  d — d —  if  you  can  make  any  way 
at  all ! " 

She  marked  his  confusion,  not  without  a 
little  thrill  of  triumph,  such  as  Pussy  feels,  no 
doubt,  when  the  foolish  mouse  strays  into 
reach.  Then,  shutting  her  parasol  only  to 
open  it  again,  asked  quickly,  "  Who  was  that 
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you  were  walking  with  ?  I  mean  the  lady  you 
left  to  come  to  me." 

"  Mrs.  John,"  he  answered  more  boldly,  as 
regaining  confidence  on  neutral  ground;  *'  that 
is  to  say,  her  real  name  is  Roy — Mrs.  Roy.  I 
think  you  must  have  known  her  at  Warden 
Towers." 

*'  Mrs.  Roy ! "  repeated  Hester,  in  shrill 
accents  of  delight.  "  Then  I  have  lit  on  her  at 
last.  Know  her  !  I  should  think  1  did  know  her  1 
The  sweetest,  the  kindest,  the  dearest  thing 
alive,  and  the  most  beautiful  too.  Oh,  Mr.  Brail ! 
Mr.  Brail !  I  have  found  you  out.  Xo  wonder 
your  friends  never  see  you,  with  such  an 
attraction  as  that  to  keep  you  away.  I  suppose 
you  walk  together  every  day  in  the  Park." 

*'  I'll  take  my  solemn  oath,  I  never  went 
out  with  her  in  my  life  before,"  replied  Brail 
in  great  confusion  and  dismay.  "  AYe  are  at 
the  same  hotel,  Miss  Bruce  ;  the  fact  is,  she — 
well,  she  keeps  it,  one  may  say,  and,  seeing 
her  pining  for  fresh  air,  I  proposed  a  cruise 
hereaway,  IMiss  Bruce,  and " 
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"Keeps  an  hotel!"  interrupted  Hester. 
"  What  do  you  mean  by  an  hotel  ?  Why  she 
is  a  lady.  We  have  dined  with  her  in  her 
own  house  at  Royston  Grange  ! " 

"  A  lady  she  is,  and  first-class,  too ! " 
exclaimed  the  sailor.  "But  she  keeps  an 
hotel,  Miss  Bruce,  all  the  same — you  may  take 
my  word  for  it.  Hold  on  a  minute.  You 
don't  know  her  history,  and  I  don't  know  that 
I've  a  right  to  tell  it." 

"  I  know  more  than  you  think.  She  has 
been  maligned,  and  ill-used,  too,  unless  I'm  very 
much  mistaken.  I  never  believed  evil  of  that 
woman.    Nobody  could,  who  looked  in  her  face." 

"It's  not  1/our  way  to  think  evil  of  any- 
body," said  Brail,  with  honest  admiration. 
"And  if  you  come  to  talk  of  faces,  you  know, 
why " 

"Tell  me  all  about  her,  Mr.  Brail.  I  am 
reaUy  interested.  Is  she  an  old  friend  ?  Do 
you  see  much  of  her,  and — and — don't  you 
think  she  is  the  most  beautiful  creature  you 
ever  beheld  ?  " 
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"  No,  I  don't !  I  can't  help  it,  Miss  Bruce ; 
but  tliere  are  plenty  of  ladies,  that  is  to  say, 
there  is  one  lady,  I  admire  ten  times  more 
than  Mrs.  John.  What's  the  good  ?  Fm  only 
a  poor  lieutenant  in  the  navy,  and  she  is  fit  to 
be  a  queen.     I  wish -" 

''  What  do  you  wish  ?  " 

"  I  wish  I  mio^ht  tell  her  so,  riodit  off. 
Do  you  think,  Miss  Bruce,  a  girl  has  a 
right  to  be  offended  with  a  plain,  honest 
fellow,  because  he  looks  up  at  her  with  the 
same  sort  of  admiration  a  man  has  for  the 
moon,  as  something  belonging  to  heaven, 
unspeakably  bright  and  glorious,  but  far  out 
of  reach  ?  " 

"  Offended ! " 

'*  Because  he  would  give  an  arm  or  a  leg 
freely  to  do  her  the  smallest  service,  or  his 
head,  for  that  matter,  and  thank  her  for  takino- 
it  off  his  shoulders  ?  " 

"  His  head  !  Well,  his  head  might  be  some 
use.  What  could  she  do  with  his  arms  and 
legs,  if  she  had  them  ?     No,  Mr.  Brail ;  when 
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you  talk  about  heads,  you  come  to  the  point, 
3nd  I  begin  to  see  my  way." 

"  Will  you  have  mine  ?  I'd  cut  it  off  this 
moment,  and  give  it  you  freely." 

"No,  I  will  only  ask  you  to  lend  it  me. 
In  plain  English,  Mr.  Brail,  you  can  do  me  a 
great  kindness  by  simply  using  your  wits." 

"  You  know  you're  welcome  to  them,  such 
as  they  are.  Go  ahead,  Miss  Bruce.  Only 
^ou  give  the  orders,  I'll  take  care  they  are 
obeyed." 

"  I  want  you  to  find  out  all  you  can  about 
this  unfortunate  couple.  I  have  set  my  heart 
on  bringing  them  together  again.  Perhaps 
you  don't  know  that  Mr.  Eoy  is  actually 
trying  to  get  a  divorce." 

"  The  swab  ! " 

"What's  a  swab?" 

"  I  beg  your  pardon.  Miss  Bruce.  I  mean 
it's  cruel,  disgraceful,  infamous  !  It  will  break 
that  poor  lady's  heart." 

"Do  you  think  she  cares  for  him  so 
much  ?  " 
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*'  I  am  sure  she  has  some  deep  and  bitter 
sorrow  that  she  bears  with  the  pluck  of — of  an 
angel,  you  know.  I  have  observed,  it  ever 
since  we  were  paid  off  this  last  time.  She  is 
a  different  creature  from  what  she  used  to  be. 
I've  never  asked  her  plump,  of  course,  but  I 
can  see  she  is  as  unhappy  as  she  can  stick." 

*'How  oddly  you  talk  when  you're  in 
earnest !  Never  mind,  I  like  it !  Xow  tell 
me  exactly  v:]io  she  is,  and  what  she  is.  We 
never  knew  for  certain  at  Warden  Towers." 

"  It's  soon  told.  She  is  the  niece  of  a  dear 
old  lady  who  keeps  an  hotel  near  the  Strand. 
She  has  lived  there  ever  since  I  went  afloat  as 
a  boy,  helping  her  aunt  with  the  accounts  and 
housekeeping.  She  is  there  now,  back  in  her 
old  ways,  working  like  a  nigger,  but  so  altered 
I  cannot  bear  to  see  it.  So  sad,  so  tired,  so 
pale.  She  has  hauled  down  her  colours,  Miss 
Bruce,  as  if  she  never  meant  to  hoist  them 
again." 

"  Poor  dear  !  But  she  is  staying  with  her 
aunt,  you  say.     I  was  sure  she  would  never 
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do  anything  wrong,  or  even  imprudent,  and  I 
hope,  from  my  heart,  Mr.  Roy  will  be  punished 
as  he  deserves.  He  gives  out  that  she  ran 
away  from  him,  that  she  left  her  home  with 
— with  another  gentleman.  Mr.  Brail,  I'm 
ashamed  to  speak  of  such  things,  but  if  I  was 
a  man,  I  wouldn't  rest  till  I  had  seen  justice 
done." 

*^  You  are  not  a  man.  Miss  Bruce,  happily 
for  the  credit  of  the  ladies,  but  I  am — at  least 
I'm  a  pretty  good  imitation,  and,  as  I  said 
before,  there  is  nothing  you  can  tell  me  to  do 
I  won't  have  a  try  at,  blow  high,  blow  low." 

"  Do  you  know  Lord  Fitzowen  ?  " 

Mr.  Brail  stared.  The  question  seemed 
irrelevant,  and  in  his  heart  of  hearts  he  rather 
mistrusted  the  influence  of  that  voluble  noble- 
man with  the  young  lady  he  adored.  "  Yes," 
he  said,  "  I  know  him  well  enough.     Why  ?  " 

"  Do  you  consider  him  a  what-d'ye-call-it  ? 
A  swab?" 

"  Certainly  not.  I  believe  he  is  a  very 
good  fellow,  and  I  know  he  is  a  gentleman." 
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"Then  you  don't  believe  him  a  likely- 
person  to  have  placed  Mrs.  Eoy  in  a  false 
position  by  his  attentions  ?  You  will  wonder, 
Mr.  Brail,  at  my  entering  on  such  a  topic,  but 
I  am  no  longer  a  girl.  I  shall  be  twenty-four 
my  next  birthday,  and  one  can't  help  hearing 
people  talk.  I  dare  say  you  think  I  ought  to 
sit  wdth  my  mouth  screwed  up,  and  pretend  to 
know  nothing ! " 

"  I  am  not  the  best  judge  in  your  case," 
answered  the  wily  lieutenant.  ^'You  would 
have  to  be  a  long  way  out  of  your  reckoning. 
Miss  Bruce,  before  I  could  admit  you  were 
Avrong." 

"  Thank  you !  I  like  people  to  believe  in 
me.  Well,  then,  about  Lord  Fitzowen  ?  Does 
he  often  call  on  Mrs.  Eoy  at  this  hotel  where 
you  all  seem  to  be  living  together  in  one 
family  ?  " 

"Never  by  the  remotest  chance.  I  am 
sure  of  it,  for  I  must  have  seen  him  ! " 

"  Then  if  it  is  not  Lord  Fitzowen,  do  you 
think  there  can  be  anybody  else  ?  " 
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"Who  should  there  be?  Mrs.  John — we 
always  call  her  Mrs.  John — never  sees  a  soul 
except  on  business.  She  sits  in  a  glass-case  like 
the  cook's  galley,  with  a  pen  in  her  hand,  from 
morning  till  nio;ht.  I  had  to  ask  a  dozen  times 
before  I  could  get  her  out  for  a  walk  to-day." 

"  And  you  could  swear  to  this  ?  " 

*'  If  I  tell  you  so,  of  course  I  could  swear  to 
it.  My  word  is  as  good  as  my  bond — better, 
for  that  matter — and  I  don't  know  why  it 
should  be  worse  than  my  oath  ?  " 

Hester  clapped  her  hands  so  gaily  as  to 
startle  her  coachman  on  the  box  out  of  his 
peaceful  doze.  "  Then  we  shall  beat  them ! " 
she  exclaimed.  "  We  shall  take  the  wind  out 
of  their  sails.     We  have  got  the — the — " 

"  Weather-gauge  ?  " 

'*  The  weather-prauo-e  !  Exactly  !  Just  what 
I  meant.  Mr.  Brail,  I  wish  you  would  teach 
me  some  more  of  your  sea-terms,  they  always 
express  what  I  want  to  say ! " 

He  looked  immensely  delighted,  but  our 
friend    had    learned    navigation    as    well    as 
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seamanship,  and  saw  his  way  to  a  successful 
voyage  from  a  fresh  departure,  as  it  were,  and 
on  a  different  course.  There  was  more  credit 
to  be  obtained,  he  thought,  by  doing  her 
bidding  while  still  a  free  agent ;  after  accom- 
plishing her  orders  to  the  letter,  he  could  come 
confidently  for  a  reward,  that  in  the  mean  time 
must  be  rather  less  than  promised,  rather  more 
than  understood. 

''It  is  very  good  of  you  not  to  laugh  at 
me,"  said  he  humbly.  "  A  man  cannot  get 
rid  of  his  seafaring  ways  and  expressions  so 
easily  as  he  slips  out  of  uniform  to  go  ashore. 
AVell,  Miss  Bruce,  when  you  want  me,  sing 
out  I     I  shall  soon  be  alongside." 

''Then  I'll  sing  out  now.  But  not  loud 
enough  for  the  servants  to  hear.  This  is  a 
delicate  business  to  undertake,  and  a  difficult, 
but  I  think  you  have  a  good  head  on  your 
shoulders,  and  a  good  heart  in  your — Well, 
wherever  a  man's  heart  is  supposed  to  be." 

"  I  know  where  mine  is.  Xever  mind. 
Go  ahead." 
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"  You  shall  have  your  sailing  instructions. 
That  is  right,  is  it  not?  But  of  course  they 
must  be  modified  by  circumstances,  and  a  good 
deal  is  left  to  your  discretion." 

"  I  understand,  a  sort  of  roving  com- 
mission." 

"Call  it  what  you  like.  I  don't  think  I 
shall  be  very  hard  upon  you,  so  long  as  you 
do  your  duty.  In  the  first  place,  you  must 
get  introduced  to  Mr.  Roy.  I  can  help  you 
so  far.  Then  you  must  make  friends  with 
him.  You  will  have  to  manage  that  for 
yourself." 

"  Can't  you  let  me  ofi"  the  making  friends? 
I  couldn't  shake  hands  with  a  man  who  has 
behaved  so  like  a  scoundrel." 

"  You  may  trust  to  me.  He  is  not  such  a 
— what  is  it  ? — ^not  such  a  sioah  as  you  seem  to 
think !  He  will  listen  to  reason  if  he  hears  it 
from  an  unprejudiced  person  who  leans  to 
neither  side.  Yoic  are  that  unprejudiced 
person.  What  earthly  reason  ca?i  you  have 
for  interesting  yourself  in  Mrs.  Eoy  ?  " 


THE   WEATHER-GAUGE.  145 

"Does   he  not   know  she   is   a   friend   of 


Miss  Bruce  blushed  crimson.  The  sailor 
was  not  sure  whether  he  had  made  a  point  or 
a  blunder. 

"  That  need  not  enlighten  him,"  proceeded 
the  young  lady.  ""  You  are  a  friend  of  mine, 
and  of  Papa's,  but  how  should  Mr.  Roy 
have  learned  that  interesting  fact  ?  People  in 
London  only  make  themselves  acquainted  with 
things  which  are  not.  Bo  as  I  tell  you,  and  all 
will  come  right." 

"  Then  tell  me  what  to  do." 

"When  Mr.  Roy  and  you  have  dined 
together  once  or  twice  and  smoked  a  dozen 
cigars,  you  will  become  what  gentlemen  call 
great  friends.  Then  you  will  say  to  him, 
'  My  dear  fellow,  I  hope  you  believe  I  would 
do  you  a  turn  if  I  could.' " 

Brail  stared.  Was  there  nothing  she  didn't 
know,  nothing  she  couldn't  do?  Why,  she 
would  learn  to  command  an  ironclad  in  a 
week ! 
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*'  He  will  answer,  *  I  am  sure  you  would. 
One   expects   no   less    from   a    true   friend,' " 
continued  Hester,  with  a  comical  imitation  of 
the  male  voice  and  manner  that  plunged  her 
victim    fathoms   deeper    in    love    than    ever, 
"  '  When  I  want  you  I'll  look  you  up.'     Then 
you  must  say,  '  You  want  me  now.     You  are 
getting   into   an   awful   mess.     Have  another 
cigar.     I  am  going  to  tell  you  something  you 
ought  to   know — it's  about   Mrs.  Roy ! '     He 
will   probably  look  and  feel  very  angry,  but 
he  won't  have  anything  to  say  at  a  moment's 
notice,  and  while  he  is  trying  to  think  of  an 
answer  you  can  go  on.    '  I  happen  to  have  heard 
a  great  deal  of  that  lady  since  your  differences. 
She  has   been   living  with   her   aunt   in   the 
strictest  seclusion.     She  is  never  visited  by  a 
soul,  and  you  have  no  more  chance  of  getting 
a  divorce  than  I  have  of  being  Archbishop  of 
Canterbury.'     That's  strong  enough,  I  think  ! " 
concluded   Miss   Hester,  opening   her  parasol 
with  a  jerk  to  point  this  triumphant  peroration. 
"  And  if  I  can  Q-et  so  far  before  he  heaves 
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a  glass  of  grog  in  my  face,  I  shall  have  clone  a' 
day's  duty  and  earned  a  day's  pay,"  said  the 
sailor,    contemplating    his    teacher    with    an 
expression  of  blended  adoration   and   amuse- 
ment. 

"  A  day's  duty,"  repeated  Hester,  ''  deserves 
a  day's  pay.  Good  gracious,  I\Ir.  Brail,  how 
long  do  you  think  we  have  been  chattering 
here?" 

"  Five  minutes." 

"  Five-and-forty,  more  likely !  Look  at 
my  watch.  Papa  will  think  I  am  lost.  I 
must  go  now — Mr.  Brail,  good-bye." 

"  And  when  shall  I  see  you  again  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  not  for  a  long  time.  (His  face  fell.) 
Not    to-morrow,    certainly."      (It    brightened 


again. 


"The  day  after,  then." 

"No,  I  think  not,  unless  we  go  to  the 
Horticultural." 

''  You  icill  go  to  the  Horticultural  ?  " 

"  Not  before  five  o'clock.  Please  tell  them 
to  drive  on,  Mr.  Brail.     Once  more,  good-bye." 
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The  horses  were  already  in  motion,  the 
servants'  backs  were  turned,  nobody  was 
looking,  he  bent  over  the  slender  gloved  hand 
she  gave  him,  and  pressed  it  to  his  lips. 

His  heart  was  stout,  but  it  thrilled ;  his 
brain  steady,  but  it  swam.  When  he  awoke 
out  of  his  ecstasy,  the  carriage  was  a  quarter- 
of-a-mile  off,  and  she  turned  her  head,  for  the 
smallest  fraction  of  a  second,  to  give  him  a 
last  look. 

"  I've  done  it ! "  said  Brail,  walking  raptur- 
ously off  towards  Kensington  Gardens,  for  in 
his  supreme  delight  he  had  lost  '*  his  bearings," 
as  he  called  them,  and  all  knowledge  of  where 
he  was.  ''  She  can't  make  any  mistake  now, 
and  if  it  didn't  seem  impossible,  I  should  say 
she  meant  me  to  try.  She's  not  a  girl  to  play 
fast  and  loose  with  a  man.  Quite  different ! 
I've  seen  them  with  their  heads  aU  round  the 
compass,  so  as  no  seamanship  could  bring  them 
to,  but  she's  not  one  of  that  sort.  I  believe 
in  her  like  my  Bible.  The  weather-gauge, 
indeed !     How  prettily  she  said  it !     Perhaps 


THE   WEATHER-GAUGE.  147 

ril  have  the  weather-gauge  myself  one  of  these 
days,  and  tow  you  into  port,  my  beauty,  with 
a  ring  and  a  parson,  and  a  whole  fleet  of 
bride's-maids,  as  happy  as  a  king.  Ah  I 
there's  nothing  like  it,  when  you're  spliced  to 
such  a  duck  as  that !  Talk  of  money,  rank, 
fashion !  Rubbish  !  They're  not  worth  a  hank 
of  rotten  yarn !  Give  me  a  merry  heart,  a 
good  conscience, 

^  And  the  wind  that  blows. 
And  the  ship  that  goes, 
And  the  lass  that  loves  a  sailor  ! ' " 


CHAPTER  X. 
WATCH   AND   WATCH. 

It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  Lord  Fitzowen's 
red-waistcoated  emissary  failed  in  the  task 
assigned  him.  He  came  to  demand  his 
recompense,  furnishing  Nelly's  full  name  and 
address  within  an  hour  of  his  first  start,  and 
hung  about  Lord  Fitzowen's  residence  till  that 
nobleman  should  return  to  dress  for  dinner, 
contentedly  enough,  wishing,  indeed,  that  all 
the  jobs  he  took  in  hand  were  as  easy  of 
accomplishment,  and  as  sure  to  be  well- 
paid. 

Corner  Hotel,  Corner  Street,  Strand.  Surely 
no  locality  could  be  less  calculated  to  screen  a 
lady  from  pursuit!  Why  not  take  a  room 
there  at  once,  disguised  as  a  bagman — with 
such  a  red  wig  and   sample  of  hardware,  as 
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should  defy  recognition,  not  to  resume  his  real 
character,  until  assured  of  forgiveness  and 
success?  The  idea,  though  tempting,  was 
too  theatrical,  and  he  dismissed  it  with  regret. 
Such  an  adventure  would  have  suited  his 
versatile  genius,  no  doubt,  but  seemed  repug- 
nant to  good  taste.  Moreover,  Fitz  felt 
conscious,  not  only  of  admiration  for  Mrs.  Roy, 
but  also  of  profound  resjDect.  This  it  was  that 
distinguished  the  present  from  ail  his  past 
attachments,  and  caused  him  to  fear  that  he 
must  be  very  far  gone  indeed. 

So  he  was  content  to  wait  a  day  or  two, 
and  then  dispatched  a  bouc|uet  of  liberal 
dimensions,  addressed  to  Mrs.  Roy.  Xelly, 
believing,  simply  enough,  that  this  floral 
offering  was  a  gallantry  from  Brail,  thanked 
him  accordingly,  and  it  was  only  after  the 
sailor's  energetic  disavowal,  she  suspected  the 
real  offender.  But  what  was  the  use?  she 
could  not  send  them  back ;  the  flowers  were 
very  beautiful,  bringing  with  them  odours  of 
summer,  almost  gleams  of  sunshine,  into  the 
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cook's  galley,  as  the  lieutenaDt  called  it,  where 
she  cast  up  her  bills. 

"  They're  lovely,  my  dear,  whoever  sent 
them,"  protested  her  aunt.  "Flowers  isn't 
like  ornaments,  Nelly,  they're  to  be  had  for 
the  gathering.  A  young  woman  needn't  be 
ashamed  to  accept  of  flowers,  come  from  where 
they  will,  and  a  young  man  wouldn't  offer 
flowers  as  didn't  mean  honest  and  honourable. 
If  it  was  a  bracelet  now,  or  a  pair  of  gold 
ear-rings,  they'd  have  to  go  back  next  post. 
I've  done  it  myself,  scores  of  times,  but  when 
they  come  with  a  nosegay,  thank  ye,  kindly, 
says  I,  and  you're  welcome  to  a  nosegay  from 
me,  if  you  look  for  anything  in  return  !  " 

Thus  it  fell  out  that  when  Lord  Fitzowen 
summoned  courage  to  call  in  person  at  the 
Corner  Hotel,  he  found  his  bouquet  set  in  a 
jug  of  water,  propped  by  two  ledgers  on  her 
writing-table,  under  Nelly's  very  nose.  Any 
encouragement  thus  afforded,  seemed,  however, 
sufficiently  counteracted  by  that  lady's  greeting, 
which  was  of  the  coldest  and  most  reserved. 
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Putting  her  lips  to  an  orifice  in  the  wall,  that 
communicated  by  some  mysterious  pipe  with 
the  basement,  she  summoned  a  flippant  waiter 
to  assist  at  the  interview,  ignoring  sternly  the 
possibility  that  his  lordship  could  have  called 
for  any  piu'pose  less  business-like  than  that  of 
securing  rooms.  Fitz  was  not  easily  defeated ; 
but  it  must  be  confessed  this  masterly 
manoeuvre  placed  him  at  considerable  dis- 
advantage. His  frank,  open  nature  did  him 
better  service  than  any  amount  of  artifice. 

"Forgive  me,"  he  said,  lifting  his  hat,  "I 
only  ventured  to  intrude  because,  having 
discovered  your  address  by  accident,  I  wanted 
to  finish  something  I  forgot  to  say  the  last 
time  we  met/' 

Nelly  had  turned  very  pale,  but  her  lip 
was  steady  and  her  voice  firm  vrhile  she 
answered  :  "  I  require  no  apology.  I  thought 
my  wishes  would  have  had  greater  weight.  I 
am  sorry  to  find  I  am  mistaken.  I  conclude 
there  is  nothing  more  to  be  said." 

The  waiter  stared,  and  whisked  his  napkin. 
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Lord  Fitzowen,  tryiDg  to  intimate  witli  his  eye 
that  it  would  be  well  if  this  functionary  were 
dismissed,  preserved  an  awkward  silence ; 
while  Mrs.  John  did  a  sum  in  addition,  and 
did  it  wrong. 

"  Do  you  wish  to  see  my  aunt  ?  "  she  said 
at  last,  looking  up  with  a  gravity  which  proved 
too  much  for  her  visitor. 

For  all  his  romance,  volatile  Fitz  was 
keenly  alive  to  the  ludicrous,  and  he  fairly 
burst  into  a  laugh. 

His  mirth  seemed  contagious ;  Nelly  could 
not  forbear  smiling,  though  resolved  none  the 
less  to  remain  on  her  defence. 

"Will  you  introduce  me  to  your  aunt?" 
he  exclaimed.  "  I  should  be  so  delighted.  I 
want  to  know  the  whole  family." 

"  It  is  all  very  well  to  laugh,"  replied 
Mrs.  John,  resuming  her  gravity;  ''but  I 
should  have  thought  yoic  the  last  person  in 
the  world  to  take  unfair  advantage  of  any  one 
— particularly  of  the  unhappy.  Do  not  force 
me  to  confess  I  was  mistaken." 
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"  You  don't  mean  I  must  never  come  and 
see  you  at  all,"  said  his  lordsliip  ruefully.  "  I 
only  ask  to  be  of  service :  I  had  no  time  to  tell 
you  so  the  other  day.  I  would  run  your 
errands,  fetch  and  carry  for  you  like  a  dog !  " 

''  I  don't  want  a  dog,"  she  answered ;  "  and 
I  have  nothing  to  fetch  and  carry." 

"But  I  may  send  you  some  more  flowers, 
at  any  rate  ?  After  all  they  are  only  vegetables. 
There  can  be  no  objection  to  flowers." 

"Neither  flowers  nor  vegetables.  I  ought 
to  have  thanked  you  for  these.  But  no  more  ; 
and  good-bye ! " 

So  his  lordship  had  nothing  for  it  but  to 
walk  out,  baffled,  defeated,  more  enthralled 
than  ever,  and  gathering  what  consolation  he 
could  from  his  late  rebuft'. 

"At  least,"  he  thought,  ^'she  seemed  to 
like  the  flowers.  That  must  mean  she  will 
forgive  me  for  sendins;  more.  A^^iat  on  earth 
made  her  have  the  waiter  up  ?  I  don't  know 
why  one  should  mind  waiters ;  they  must  hear 
and  see  all  sorts  of  things.     A  waiter  is  really 
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no  more  protection  than  a  tootlipick !  Yes,  I 
must  be  patient.  In  a  week,  or  perhaps  less, 
I  might  call  again.  I  can  excuse  myself  by 
urging  that  she  would  not  listen  to  me  to-day. 
By  degrees  she  will  get  used  to  it,  and  in  time 
she  will  let  me  sit  in  that  glass-case  with  her ; 
of  course  under  surveillance  of  the  aunt,  and 
eventually,  perhaps,  only  of  the  waiter.  I  can 
square  Jiim.  It  will  be  a  long  business,  but  I 
shouldn't  mind  that,  if  I  thought  she  would 
care  for  me  at  last.  It's  up-hill  work — I  have 
made  lamentably  slow  progress ;  yet  I  cannot 
help  flattering  myself  I  got  the  thin  end  of  the 
wedge  in  to-day ! " 

Thus  ruminated  his  lordship,  under  the 
erroneous  impression  that  it  is  possible  to 
judge  of  one  woman  by  another,  or  that 
experience  aud  analogy  are  of  the  slightest 
assistance  in  predicating  the  turns  of  the 
female  mind ;  and  while  so  ruminating, 
returned,  instinctively,  the  salute  of  that 
red-waistcoated  messenger  whom  he  so  often 
employed.     As  red- waistcoat  looked  after  the 
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nobleman  with  an  admiring  shake  of  the  head, 
he  was  accosted  by  a  person  wearing  a  shabby 
suit  of  black,  like  an  undertaker  in  difficulties, 
who  pressed  a  sixpence  into  his  willing  palm. 

"  What's  this  for  ?  "  asked  the  recipient,  at 
once  suspecting  "  something  up." 

*'  Why,  you  see,  my  man,  I'm  from  the 
country." 

"You  looks  like  it,"  interpolated  red- 
waistcoat. 

"  From  the  country,"  continued  the  other, 
indifferent  to  irony.  *'  Comed  up  for  the  Horse 
Show ;  and  I  want  to  know  some  of  the  tip- 
toppers,  if  it's  only  by  sight,  so  as  to  talk  of 
them  when  I  gets  home." 

"Veil?" 

"Now,  that  is  a  real,  natural  swell,  I'm 
sure  of  it,  as  you  touched  your  hat  to  just 
now.  Would  you  mind  obliging  me  with  his 
name  ?  " 

"Vich?" 

"The  young  gentleman  in  a  blue  surtout, 
with  his  hat  a-one  side." 
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"  Wot !     Don't  you  know  Hm  ?  " 

"No.     Who  is  he?" 

"  Who  is  he  ?  Why  Captain  Bull.  That's 
who  he  is !  I  thought  as  everybody  knowed 
Captain  Bull ! " 

And  red- waistcoat,  true  to  his  salt,  having 
mistrusted  this  country-bred  inquirer  from  the 
first,  disappeared  down  a  by-street,  to  melt  his 
late  gratuity  in  gin. 

The  shabby  man  smiled,  shook  his  head, 
and  walked  on.  "It's  a  good  name,"  he  said 
to  himself,  "  a  very  good  travelling  name,  is 
Captain  Bull.  I  might  find  it  ha,ndy  some 
of  these  days  in  my  own  way  of  business.  So 
his  lordship  calls  himself  Captain  Bull,  does  he, 
when  he  takes  his  little  walks  and  plays  his 
little  efame  at  this  here  end  of  the  Strand? 
Let's  see  now.  The  day  before  yesterday  a 
nosegay  of  flowers,  not  far  short  of  a  guinea's 
worth,  I'll  wager ;  to-day  a  visit  under  a  false 
name ;  to-morrow  ?  —  to-morrow  will  be  an 
ofi'-day,  I  guess.  Spell  of  work — spell  of  rest ; 
that's  about   the  size   of  it  with   these   here 
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upper-crusts.  And  next  week,  maybe,  she'll 
drive  out  with  him  in  a  hired  brougham,  or 
what-not.  I  think  I  see  my  way  to  put  the 
puzzle  together,  piecing  it  in,  bit  by  bit,  till 
every  joint  fits  exact,  smooth,  and  even  as  the 
palm  of  your  hand.  Then  I  goes  to  my 
employer  and  draws  my  ten  quid,  and  perhaps 
a  couple  more  for  luck.  Yes,  I  don't  think  I 
laid  out  that  sixpence  so  badly.  For  a 
Londoner,  and  a  gutter-bred  one,  this  chap  in 
a  red  weskit  seems  what  I  call  a  trifle  softT 

Not  so  soft  as  the  shabby  person  supposed 
— Eed-waistcoat,  who  had  swept  a  crossing  in 
St.  James's  Street,  hung  about  Tattersall's 
yard,  held  their  horses  for  Members  of  both 
Houses  at  Westminster,  and  when  Parliament 
was  not  sitting,  had  spent  one  recess  on  plain 
fare  and  regular  exercise  at  Brixton,  was  about 
as  sharp  a  blade  as  can  be  turned  out  by  the 
hard  grindstone  of  lower  London  life.  He  saw 
through  the  would-be  countr}Tiian  at  a  glance. 
Detected  the  detective  by  his  boots — ex  pede 
Hercidem  —  and    makins:    sure    he    was    not 
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followed,  ran  like  a  lamp-lighter,  through 
certain  by-streets,  to  Lord  Fitzowen's  house, 
where  his  knowledge  of  human  nature  told 
him  his  lordship  would  return  for  revisal  of 
his  toilet  after  a  visit  to  his  lady-love  in  the 
Strand. 

He  arrived  simultaneously  with  that  noble- 
man, and  passed  into  the  hall  by  aid  of  the 
owner's  latch-key. 

"  Well  Jack,  what's  up  now  ?  "  asked  Fitz- 
owen,  flinging  his  umbrella  with  a  clatter  into 
the  stand. 

"  You're  watched,  my  lord ! "  was  the 
answer.  "  I  made  bold  to  come  on  here  at 
once,  and  give  your  lordship  the  office.  When 
a  man  hnoivs  as  he's  watched,  there  ain't  no 
danger,  like  when  a  man  knows  as  he's 
drunk!" 

"  How  did  you  find  it  out,  Jack  ?  " 

"  Bless  ye,  my  lord !  I  hadn't  no  call  to 
go  a-finding  of  it  out ;  the  cove  jumped  slap 
into  my  mouth.  Who's  that  gent?  says  he, 
when  I  lifted  my  'at  to  your  lordship,  which 
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you  returned  polite.  I  warn't  a-goin'  to  give 
him  the  tip,  my  lord,  not  if  I  know'd  it.  I'm 
not  such  a  flat." 

'*  Do  you  think  he  had  been  following  me 
long  ?  " 

"  Best  part  of  an  hour,  my  lord.  I  see 
him  before,  when  your  lordship  passed  dow^n 
Pall-Mail.  I  couldn't  be  mistaken,  a-cause  of 
his  boots.  He  ain't  a  bobby,  my  lord  ;  you've 
no  call  to  be  afraid  of  that ;  but  he's  as  bad,  if 
not  worse." 

^^  You'd  know  him  again,  I  suppose  ?  " 
"  Anywheres,  my  lord.     He  couldn't  deceive 
me,  not   if  I  was   to   drop   on   to   him  in   a 
church." 

""  Then  keep  a  sharp  look-out.  If  you  see 
that  he  tracks  me  regularly,  get  into  conversa- 
tion wdth  him,  and  find  out  his  employer,  if 
you  can." 

''Let  me  alone,  my  lord.     I'll  soon  know 
w^ot   he's   up   to.     Good   day,   my  lord.     It's 
uncommon  hot  this  afternoon." 
"  Are  you  thirsty.  Jack  ?  " 


i6o  ROY'S  WIFE. 

''Always  dry,  my  lord,  begging  your 
lordsliip  s  pardon." 

''  Then  go  and  wet  your  whistle  with  that, 
and  don't  come  here  again  till  you've  got 
something  to  tell  me  I  didn't  know  before." 

Red  -  waistcoat,  pocketing  a  handsome 
gratuity,  went  his  way  rejoicing,  while  Lord 
Fitzowen,  dressing  leisurely  for  an  afternoon 
ride,  meditated  on  Mrs.  Roy's  deep  grey  eyes, 
and  the  false  position  in  which  he  had  placed 
both  her  and  himself. 

Watched !  Had  it  indeed  come  to  this  ? 
He  could  depend  on  Red- waistcoat ;  the  fellow 
was  sharp  as  a  needle,  and  familiar  with  every 
kind  of  intrigue,  even  in  phases  of  life  far 
higher  than  his  own.  There  was  no  likelihood 
of  his  being  mistaken,  and  it  seemed  probable 
that,  for  some  reason  as  yet  unexplained,  the 
attachment  he  had  allowed  ^himself  to  cherish 
for  this  deserted  wife  w^as  now  suspected  by 
her  husband.  There  would  be  an  action  at 
law,  a  show-up,  a  general  row,  and  he  was  to 
be  made  the  scapegoat !     "What  then  ?     Why, 
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Mr.  Roy  was  playing  into  his  very  hands. 
He  desired  nothing  better.  Outraged,  insulted, 
compromised  by  the  man  who  ought  to  have 
protected  her,  found  guilty  by  the  verdict  of 
society,  before  trial  and  without  evidence,  her 
good  name  irretrievably  tarnished  as  thus 
connected  with  his  own,  Nelly  would  be  more 
or  less  than  woman  if  she  refused  the  only 
shelter  left,  his  love,  his  protection,  and  his 
home.  They  would  go  abroad  at  once.  How 
delightful !  "  The  world  forgetting,  by  the 
world  forgot."  Would  find  some  beautiful 
nook  in  Germany,  Switzerland,  the  Italian 
Alps,  no  matter  where,  to  furnish  the  first 
example  of  a  pair  who,  having  set  the 
decencies  of  life  at  defiance,  could  make  each 
other  happy  as  the  day  is  long !  Would  he 
tire  of  her  at  last  ?  No,  no  ;  a  thousand  times 
no.  And  all  the  while,  with  masculine  self- 
sufficiency,  he  never  dreamed  of  speculating, 
would  she  tire  of  him  ? 

Pending    this    final    catastrophe,    distant 
enough  as  yet,  except  in  Lord  Fitzowen's  vivid 
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imagination,  Mr.  Eoy  paid  frequent  visits  to 
Jjincoln's  Inn,  returning  therefrom,  day  by 
day,  witli  an  increasing  depression  of  spirits 
that  Lady  Jane  taxed  all  her  energies  to  dispel. 
It  vexed  her  not  a  little  to  see  the  man  whom 
she  now  began  to  consider  personal  property, 
in  no  way  elevated  by  his  prospects — grave, 
silent,  even  morose,  showing  unaccountable 
dislike  to  the  payment  or  acceptance  of  those 
little  attentions  by  which  women  set  such 
store. 

"  I  can't  think  what's  the  matter  with 
you ! "  exclaimed  her  ladyship,  fairly  out  of 
patience  with  his  continued  despondency. 
"If  it  wasn't  so  bad  a  compliment  to  myself, 
and  I  didn't  know  it  must  be  impossible,  I 
should  say  you  were  in  love  with  that  odious 
wife  of  yours  all  the  time !  " 


CHAPTER  XI. 

WOEX   TO   A   THREAD. 

Who  has  not  sympathised  with  Madame  de 

Maintenon     when,     contrasting     the     solemn 

splendour  of  her  maturity  with  the  poverty, 

dependence,   and   light-heartedness   of  former 

days,  she  deplored  her  dreary  task — "  to  amuse 

a   king   no   longer   capable    of  amusement  ? " 

There    was    probably    as    little    resemblance 

between    Louis    the    Great    and    Scarron   as 

between  the   late   Mr.    de   Banier   and   John 

Roy,  yet  could  Lady  Jane  at  this  period  of 

her   widowhood    fully   appreciate   the   up-hill 

work  imposed  on  that  discreet  personage  who 

succeeded  so  skilfully  in  combining  the  influence 

of  a  king's  favourite  with  the  authority  of  a 

king's   wife.      Madame    Scarron   endured   the 

penance  a  good  many  years.     Lady  Jane  found 
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it  irksome  in  a  very  few  weeks.  Nevertheless, 
women  will  make  great  sacrifices  rather  than 
abate  one  inch  of  dominion,  and  her  ladyship, 
though  she  hated  both,  was  more  averse  to 
being  bafiled  than  bored. 

The  last  conquest,  too,  when  it  comes  at 
the  end  of  a  long  list,  seems  only  more  valuable, 
because  it  is  the  last.  There  is  a  great  rush 
for  tickets  when  the  lottery  is  about  to  close, 
and  with  all  its  uncertainty,  all  its  variety, 
all  its  whirl  of  chance  and  change,  no  doubt 
the  finish  seems  the  most  exciting  part  of 
a  race. 

It  is  when  youth  is  slipping  away  that 
women  cling  to  it  with  most  tenacious  grasp, 
and  oh  1  ye  fickle  swains,  who  pass  like  the 
bee  from  flower  to  flower,  I  beseech  you  have 
some  consideration  for  those  overblown  roses, 
from  which  the  petals  already  begin  to  fall. 
Tempting  are  they,  and  fragrant  in  their  rich 
maturity,  but  remember,  if  you  gather  you  are 
bound  to  wear  them  till  nothing  is  left  but  the 
stalk ! 
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A  damsel's  broken  heart  can  be  put  together 
again  by  your  successor  as  good  as  new — or 
very  nearly — and  is  sometimes,  indeed,  all  the 
sounder   and   healthier   for   its    ordeal.       The 
chances  of  the  table  are  still  oj)en  to  a  player 
who  has  but  lost  her  first  venture  in  the  o^ame. 
Far  different  is  it  with  the  matron,  burning  to 
retrieve  a  ruined  fortune  on  this,  her  last  bold 
stake.     If  luck  fails  her,  there  is  no  recovery, 
neither  re-fait  nor  ajms  can  avail,  she  must 
walk   out    beggared    and   desperate   into   the 
night.     Can  we  blame  her  that  she  summons 
all  her  energy,  all  her  artifice,  all  her  courage, 
and  would  fain  supplement  skill  with  some- 
thing like  cheating  to  counteract  the  adverse 
chances  of  the  deal  ?     That  inexorable  rien  ne 
va  jjIus  must  always  be  a  sentence  of  doom  to 
the   sanguine,    impulsive,   and   insatiable   sex, 
who  enter  life  persuaded  they  have  a  prescrip- 
tive right   to  its  richest   prizes,  and    if  they 
must   leave    it  without    attaining  the    objects 
of   their  ambition,   declare  loudly  they   have 
suffered  injustice  from  gods  and  men. 
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Lacly  Jane,  in  so  far  a  Juliet  that  she  would 
have  her  Komeo  stray — 

"  Xo  fartlier  than  a  wanton's  bird, 
^Vho  lets  it  hop  a  little  from  her  hand, 
Like  a  poor  prisoner  in  its  twisted  gyves. 
And  with  a  silk  tliread  plucks  it  back  again, 
So  loving-jealous  of  its  liberty — " 

did  by  no  means  approve  of  the  change  that 
day  by  day  was  making  a  turbulent  vassal  out 
of  an  obedient  slave.  Mr.  Eoy  seemed  adamant 
to  smiles  and  tears  alike.  Voluble  reproaches 
and  silent  sulks  were  equally  unavailing.  As 
a  last  resource  she  tried  hysterics,  once  only, 
and  never  again,  since  they  nearly  drove  him 
away  for  good  and  all.  'M  must  leave  off," 
thought  her  ladyship,  ''  where  I  ought  to  have 
begun.  To  keep  him  amused  is  the  only 
chance  of  tiding  over  this  dreadful  interval, 
and  retaining  my  hold  on  his  affections.  He 
must  be  made  to  feel  he  cannot  do  without 
me.  Men  are  sad  cowards  in  their  dread  of 
being  bored.  If  I  can  find  him  a  fresh 
distraction  every  day,   and   the  days  do  not 
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outlast  the  distractions,  I  shall  win.  After  we 
are  married,  my  friend,  it  will  be  mi/  turn,  and 
you  will  find  yourself  nicely  mistaken,  if  you 
think  you  are  to  go  on  as  you  do  now  !  "  So 
she  sought  out  every  diversion  she  could  think 
of — plays,  operas,  concerts,  flower-shows,  and 
bazaars,  tiU  from  Alexandra  Park  to  the 
Crystal  Palace,  there  was  hardly  a  place  of 
amusement,  frequented  by  the  respectable 
classes,  at  which  she  had  not  yawned  out  her 
money's  worth  in  company  with  Mr.  Roy. 

She  was  hard  put  to  it  for  a  pastime,  when 
she  made  the  following  proposal  over  her  usual 
afternoon  tea. 

"  Will  you  take  me  somewhere  to-night  ?  " 

His  face  expressed  no  inordinate  gratifica- 
tion. She  felt  vexed  with  herself  and  him  to 
feel  that  he  would  rather  stay  and  smoke 
peacefully  at  his  club. 

''  How  can  you  go  anywhere  to-night  ?  " 
was  the  uncourteous  rejoinder.  "  I  thought 
you  dined  with  your  uncle,  the  bishop  ?  " 

"So  I  do ;  and  he  ought  to  be  burnt  for 
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not  asking  you  to  meet  me.     Never  mind,  I 
shall  get  away  early.     And  you  ?  " 

"  I  am  engaged  to  dine  with  a  man-party." 
"  You're  sure  it's  a  man-party  ?  " 
"  Quite  sure.     A  house-dinner  at  a  club — 
to   meet    rather    a    distinguished    individual. 
One  of  the  fellows  who  went  to  look  for  the 
North  Pole." 

"  How  nice  !  I  declare  I  envy  you  !  Can't 
you  bring  him  here?  Do  you  know  him 
well?" 

'^  I  didn't  know  him  at  all  two  days  ago, 
but  we  are  rather  allies  already.  I  like  him 
very  much.  He  seems  a  straightforward, 
sensible  fellow,  without  the  slightest  self- 
conceit." 

"What's  his  name?" 
"  Brail.  A  lieutenant  in  the  navy." 
*'  I  can  tell  you  all  about  him.  He's 
perpetually  dangling  after  that  pert,  forward 
Miss  Bruce — the  girl  ^ou  think  so  good- 
looking.  I  wonder  how  poor  old  twaddling 
Sir  Hector  allows  it  1 " 
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"  Miss  Bruce !  How  you  ladies  pick  up 
gossip !  Now  I  should  have  thought  Brail 
had  more  sense  than  to  dangle  after  any 
woman,  if  she  was  as  beautiful  as  an  angel." 

"  Say  as  wicked  as  a  fiend  !  That  is  what 
you  gentlemen  like.  I  declare  it  almost  puts 
one  out  of  conceit  with  being  good,  to  see  the 
sort  of  people  that  get  on  in  this  modern 
Babylon." 

"  Then  why  don't  you  leave  off?  " 

She  looked  at  him  reproachfully.  Nor,  I 
am  bound  to  admit,  was  such  a  remark, 
addressed  to  a  lady  with  whom  he  had  con- 
tracted a  tacit  engagement,  in  the  best  taste ; 
but  Eoy,  placed  in  a  false  position  and  goaded 
by  the  stings  of  conscience,  had  become  of  late 
like  a  baited  bull,  pushing  and  goring  on  all 
sides,  without  scruj)le  or  remorse. 

Lady  Jane  swallowed  down  the  lump  that 
rose  in  her  throat,  and,  being  a  skilful  debater, 
moved  the  previous  question  with  assumed 
calmness — "  Shall  you  get  away  from  your 
dinner  by  eleven  ?  " 


170  jROrS  WIFE. 

"  How  can  I  tell  ?  What  do  you  want  me 
to  do  at  eleven  ?  " 

"What  I  want  you  to  do  every  hour  of 
the  day.  Give  me  the  pleasure  of  your 
society.  Now  do  be  a  dear  old  thing  for  once. 
Limit  yourself  to  a  cigarette  after  dinner,  and 
at  eleven  exactly  I  will  call  for  you  in  the 
brougham — there  ! " 

*'  I'll  take  you  to  a  seance !' 

"  What's  a  seance  ?  " 

"  I  haven't  an  idea.  I  never  went  to  one. 
But  I  think  it  must  be  rather  nice.  We  sit  in 
the  dark,  you  know,  and  hold  each  other's 
hands.  I  believe  you  must  on  no  account 
let  go." 

''  Why  ?     What  would  happen  ? '' 

"  Oh  !  something  very  dreadful.  Bomehody 
would  come  up,  I  fancy,  and  insist  on  joining 
the  circle — perhaps  take  the  youngest  lady  in 
company  down  with  him.  No,  you  must 
promise  not  to  let  go ! " 

"  It   sounds   great  nonsense,  but   I've  no 
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objection  to  liolcling  on.  Is  that  all  we 
do?" 

"  That's  only  a  beginning.  If  we  preserve 
the  circle  unbroken,  and  keep  on  wishing — 
(It's  not  like  our  own  world,  you  know,  there's 
great  virtue  in  wishing) — we  shall  get — what 
did  Lady  Pandora  call  it  ? — a  manifestation  ! " 

"  That  ought  to  be  something  startling ! 
Did  she  explain  what  it  means  ?  " 

"  Not  exactly.  But  she  said  the  spirits 
would  come  into  the  room  and  answer  questions. 
I  should  like  to  ask  a  good  many. 

"  Lady  Jane,  have  you  ever  read  '  Sweden- 
borg'?" 

"No." 

"  Did  you  ever  hear  of  him  ?  " 

"  I  think  I  remember  the  name.  Wasn't 
he  a  cpiack  doctor  or  something  ?  " 

"  He  was  a  man  of  deep  thought  and 
powerful  imagination.  A  hundred  years  ago 
he  founded  the  religion,  or  belief,  or  whatever 
you  like  to  call  it,  that  idle  people  are  taking 
up  to-day." 
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"  Only  tHnk !  " 

''  He  saw  visions,  and  dreamed  dreams ; 
heard  the  music  of  the  spheres  played  in  good 
time  and  tune,  ascended  to  the  seventh  heaven 
in  a  trance,  and — and  came  down  again,  not 
much  wiser  than  he  went  up." 

"  How  clever  of  you  to  know  !  And  what 
became  of  him?     Of  course  he's  dead." 

"Yes,  he's  dead,  like  anybody  else.  One 
says  of  him  now,  that  he  was  '  a  very  remark- 
able man  ! '     It  commits  one  to  nothing." 

o 

"  But  what  do  i/ou  think  ?  " 

"The  many  consider  him  a  madman,  the 
few  a  prophet.  It  does  not  follow  that  because 
the  minority  is  ridiculously  smaU,  it  must 
therefore  be  in  the  wrong." 

"  Mr.  Roy,  I  believe  you  are  a  Spiritualist ! 
Now  you  must  come  to-night." 

"  Lady  Jane,  I  am  neither  Spiritualist  nor 
Materialist.  I  cannot  judge  ofF-hand,  when 
matters  lie  so  completely  beyond  the  range  of 
ordinary  experience  and  our  normal  reasoning 
powers.     The  man  who  tells  me  such  and  such 
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things  are  impossible,  has  usually  no  better 
argument,  when  you  press  him  hard,  than 
became  they  are  impossible,  and  I  find  cannot 
explain  much  of  the  ordinary  process  of  physical 
nature,  far  less  the  mysterious  operations  of 
the  mind.  We  have  still  a  great  deal  to 
learn  about  mesmerism,  magnetism,  miracles, 
scriptural  and  historical,  our  misgivings,  pre- 
sentiments, hopes,  and  fears — above  all,  our 
sympathies,  aversions,  and  personal  influence 
on  each  other." 

*'  I  know  I  couldn't  sleep  with  a  cat  in  the 
room,  and  I'm  afraid  of  a  black  beetle,"  observed 
Lady  Jane,  who  found  some  difficulty  in 
keeping  her  mind  fixed  on  any  one  subject  for 
five  consecutive  minutes. 

"Exactly;  but  why?" 

"  Because  I  can't  bear  them  !  Surely  that's 
reason  enough." 

"  And  do  you  believe  in  ghosts  ?  " 

*'  Of  course  I  don't !  I  wouldn't  live  in  a 
haunted  house,  though,  for  any  money  you 
could  ofier." 
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"  That's  very  plucky !     But  again,  wliy  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  I've  heard  such  stories.  Somebody 
I  met  at  dinner  only  the  other  day — I  think  it 
was  Lord  Fitzowen — told  me  he  slept  in  the 
Gallery  at  Shadelands,  one  Ascot  week,  and 
nothing  would  tempt  him  to  pass  a  night  there 
again." 

"Really!     What  did  he  see ? " 

"  Oh  !  I  don't  know  that  he  saw  anything. 
You  can't  see  ghosts,  I  fancy,  but  there  were 
all  sorts  of  strange  noises;  his  pillow  was 
pulled  from  under  his  head,  the  chairs  and 
tables  moved  about  the  room,  and  his  water- 
jug  was  upset — but  he  thinks  he  did  that 
himself.  I  assure  you,  his  account  of  it  made 
my  blood  run  cold." 

"  Shadelands !  Is  that  the  house  where 
the  man  stamped  a  baby  into  the  fire  with  his 
boots?" 

"  No,  no.  The  horrors  you  are  thinking  of 
happened  the  other  side  of  the  county.  I 
believe,  though,  they  are  quite  true.  Shade- 
lands  is   the   place  where  an  old   man   in   a 
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chintz  dressing-gown  comes  into  your  room 
just  before  daybreak,  pokes  his  face  through 
the  curtains  at  the  foot  of  your  bed,  and  tries 
to  confess  something,  but  nobody  has  yet  made 
out  what." 

^'  You  say  Titzowen  didn't  see  him." 

"No,  he  didn't  see  him,  but  he  felt  sure 
the  old  man  was  in  the  room  ! " 

"  Did  he  see  anybody  who  had  seen  him  ?  " 

"  Oh !  if  you  don't  believe  it,  of  course  it's 
no  use  discussing  the  subject.  I  can't  suppose 
Lord  Fitzowen  would  assert  what  wasn't 
true  ! " 

"  I'm  not  so  sure  of  that.  There  is  such  a 
thing  as  poking  fun,  even  at  the  lady  you  take 
down  to  dinner.  But  I  am  more  credulous 
than  you  think.  I  don't  see  why  I  should  not 
believe  in  your  old  man." 

"  I  am  glad  you  haven't  said  I  tell  stories 
too.  Then  you  think  the  ghost  in  the  chintz 
dressing-gown ' ' 

'*  Stop  !  I  draw  the  line  at  dressing-gowns. 
Ghosts  as  many  as  you  please — I  can  swallow 
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them  by  scores ;  but  where  do  they  get  their 
clothes  ?  " 

"  That's  not  at  all  a  nice  joke.  Of  course, 
even  ghosts  have  a  sense  of  decency.  They 
couldn't  meet  one  without — without  something 
on.  Now  I  see  you  are  turning  the  whole  sub- 
ject into  ridicule,  and  I  think  it  very  unkind." 

*'But  you  don't  believe  in  them  yourself; 
you  said  so  at  first." 

"That  has  nothing  to  do  with  it.  One 
ought  not  to  make  light  of  such  serious  topics. 
It's  like  turning  religion  into  ridicule.  Besides, 
there  must  be  something  strange  about  this 
spirit-rapping,  if  all  Lady  Pandora  tells  me  is 
true." 

*'Thei]  in  your  creed  the  ghosts  and  the 
spirits  are  separate  articles  of  belief?" 

*'0f  course;  they  have  nothing  whatever 
to  do  with  each  other.  Ghosts  are — well,  I 
don't  exactly  know  tohat  ghosts  are.  At  least, 
I  can't  explain;  but  the  spirits  give  a  very 
clear  account  of  themselves;  they  seem  to 
conceal  nothing." 
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^'  Still,  I  hope  they  are  dressed  !  " 

"Beautifully  dressed,  and  in  the  most 
expensive  things.  Of  course,  you  can't  see 
their  dresses  in  the  dark/' 

"  Then  how  do  you  know  ?  " 

"That  is  what  I  asked  Lady  Pandora, 
because  it  does  seem  most  interestinor  to  learn 
what  one  wears  in  the  other  world,  and  she 
said,  that  in  a  good  manifestation,  with  a 
powerful  medium  —  Do  you  know  what  a 
medium  is  ?  " 

"  Not  the  least,  do  you  ?  " 

"  Never  mind,  it  would  take  too  long  to 
explain.  Well,  with  a  powerful  medium  and 
under  favourable  conditions — for  the  spirits 
are  very  capricious,  she  tells  me,  worse  than 
men  and  women — at  least,  worse  than  women 
— when  you  have  sat,  and  wished  hard  for 
an  hour  or  so,  there  comes  a  faint  gleam  of 
light — very  pretty,  pale  violet  colour,  and 
it  dances  about  the  room  like  a  will-o'-the- 
wisp,  or  the  corpse-lights  in  a  churchyard. 
Then,   if    you    are    not    too    frightened,   you 
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must  keep  your  eyes  fixed  on  it  till  you  see 
something." 

"Has  Lady  Pandora  seen  something ?" 
"  No,  but  Mrs.  Eccleston  has.     She's  almost 
a  medium,  and   knows   the   names  of  nearly 
half-a-dozen  spirits." 

"  And  what  did  Mrs.  Eccleston  see  ?  " 
"Well,  she  told  Lady  Pandora  that  the 
light  grew  so  vivid,  it  dazzled  her  eyes ;  but 
after  a  few  minutes,  she  made  out  a  woman's 
face,  pale,  and  rather  pretty,  only  sad,  floating 
about,  as  she  described  it,  in  the  rise  and  fall 
of  the  flame.  Its  hair  was  dark,  and  round  its 
forehead  it  had  bound  a  transparent  gauze  veil 
with  spangles  of  gold.  The  rest  of  the  figure 
was  invisible,  all  but  a  thin  white  hand  that 
held  a  flower.  The  medium  knew  this  spirit 
quite  well,  and  held  a  long  conversation 
with  it." 

"Did   Lady  Pandora  tell   you  what  they 
talked  about  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes !     The  medium  asked  her  if  she 
was   happy,   and   she   answered,  through   the 
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medium,  of  course,  that  she  was  not,  but  she 
hoped  to  be  much  happier  after  a  little  while, 
as  she  was  going  to  be  transferred  to  another 
sphere.  Did  she  feel  uncomfortable  where  she 
was  placed  at  present?  No;  but  she  didn't 
like  it,  and  would  be  glad  when  removed. 
Mrs.  Eccleston  says  she  always  gives  the  same 
answer,  and  is  a  very  unsatisfactory  spirit  to 
converse  with.  She  wouldn't  tell  them  any 
more,  but  faded  gradually  away,  after  dropping 
the  flower  gently  on  the  table — that  is  the 
most  extraordinary  part  of  the  whole  thing !  " 

"  And  what  became  of  the  flower  ?  I 
should  like  to  have  had  it  to  keep." 

"  So  would  Lady  Pandora.  But  when  she 
asked  for  it,  unfortunately  the  medium  had 
taken  it  away.  Now,  Mr.  Roy,  how  do  you 
get  over  such  testimony  as  this  ?  But  I  won't 
ask  you  to  take  my  word.  Seeing  is  believing. 
Come  with  me  to-night,  and  judge  for  yourself." 

He  looked  grave  and  pondered.  "  I,  too," 
said  he,  "  should  like  to  ask  the  spirits  a  few 
questions.     Yes,  Lady  Jane,  if  you  are  good 
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enough  to  call   for  me,  I   will   be   ready   at 
eleven  to-night." 

He  took  himself  off  to  dress  for  dinner, 
and  Lady  Jane  looked  at  the  clock — half -past 
six.  He  couldn't  be  going  to  dine  till  eight, 
and  so  far  as  her  experience  served  her,  a 
man's  toilet  ought  not  to  take  more  than 
five-and- twenty  minutes  —  poor  De  Banier 
accomplished  his  in  ten.  On  these  matters  of 
domestic  detail,  a  widow  is  not  to  be  deceived. 
Young  ladies  may  be  put  off  with  excuses,  but 
the  matron  knows  her  rights,  and  exacts  her 
claim  in  full.  Could  he  be  going  to  see 
somebody  else  ?  The  thought  so  stung  Lady 
Jane  that  she  started  from  her  chair  and  laid 
her  hand  on  the  bell.  A  vague  idea  crossed 
her  mind  of  following  in  a  cab  to  make  sure  of 
the  worst,  but  it  faded  quickly  as  it  rose,  and 
she  resolved  to  bear  and  forbear  patiently, 
stubbornly  if  necessary,  for  the  next  few 
weeks,  smothering  reproaches,  and  postponing 
refusals,  till  a  crowning  victory  should  bring 
him  into  subjection   for  life.     The  cord  that 
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secured  her  captive  was  sadly  worn  and  frayed, 
it  seemed  only  to  hold  by  a  thread,  requiring 
the  lightest  finger,  the  nicest  skill,  lest  it 
should  part  and  set  him  free. 

There  was  no  question  of  coercion ;  she 
must  turn  and  lead,  and  coax  him  in  the  rio-ht 
direction,  as  a  skilful  angler  guides  the  gudgeon 
ashore,  in  spite  of  weeds  and  obstructions, 
wind  and  weather,  light  tackle,  and  a  heavy 
fish. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

THE     STALLED     OX. 

A  HOUSE-DINNER  at  a  good  club !  The  very 
words  carry  a  flavour  of  clear  turtle  and  dry 
champagne,  still  hock,  forced  strawberries,  and 
the  utmost  efi'orts  of  a  cook  who  knows  that 
his  skill  will  be  appreciated  by  a  judicious 
committee  of  his  own  sex,  unalloyed  with  that 
mixture  of  ladies  which  diverts  attention  from 
the  serious  business  of  mankind,  about  niue 
P.M.  Mr.  Roy,  having  lately  had  a  benefit  of 
feminine  society,  thought  he  should  very  much 
enjoy  a  jolly  little  party  composed  exclusively 
of  men,  and  discharged  his  hansom  cab  at 
the  club  steps,  with  something  of  a  boy's 
feelings  who  resolves  to  make  the  most  of  his 
play-time  between  the  hours  of  school.  With 
the  originator  of  this  feast  we  have  nothing  to 
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do,  save  to  accord  him  the  tribute  of  admiration 
due  to  one  whose  primary  object  in  life  is  to 
feed  his  friends  plentifully  and  well.  He  was, 
perhaps,  the  best  judge  of  good-living  in 
London ;  could  tell  you  where  the  most  perfect 
dinners  were  to  be  had  in  every  capital  of 
Europe,  discriminating  between  the  dishes  to 
order  at  a  restaurant,  and  those  to  partake  of 
at  an  ambassador's ;  was  cunning  in  wines, 
experienced  in  sauces,  and  might  be  trusted 
with  a  bill  of  fare  in  any  part  of  the  civilised 
world. 

It  is  only  justice  to  add  that  this  gentleman 
was  also  skilled  in  the  art  of  sending  out  his 
invitations,  bringing  people  together  who  liked 
to  meet,  and  was  seldom  guilty  of  such  a 
solecism  as  to  ask  men  to  the  same  table  who 
were  not  on  cordial  terms. 

However  familiar  he  may  be  with  its  banks 
and  surface,  I  am  told  that  it  takes  a  waterman 
many  long  years  thoroughly  to  know  the 
eddies  and  under-currents  of  the  Thames.  It 
is  the  same  in  that  great  City  which  is  washed, 
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without  being  cleaned,  by  the  fine  old  river. 
You  may  have  the  latest  gossip,  jests,  and 
scandal  at  your  fingers'  ends,  yet  find  it 
impossible  to  keep  pace  with  the  shifting 
ramifications  of  London  life.  Births,  deaths, 
or  marriages  make  bitter  enemies  to-day  of 
those  who  were  fast  friends  last  week,  and  in  a 
society  like  ours,  of  which  the  female  element 
forms  so  important  a  part,  it  is  impossible  to 
foretell  what  an  hour  may  bring  forth. 
Mr.  Koy,  arriving  as  a  waiter  announced 
dinner,  did  not  calculate  on  finding  that  one 
of  the  party  assembled  in  honour  of  his  new 
friend,  Mr.  Brail,  was  his  old  friend.  Lord 
Fitzowen ! 

In  those  melo- dramatic  times  painted  by 
romance,  which  I  firmly  believe  never  existed 
in  reality,  such  meetings  are  described  as 
replete  with  action  and  event.  "  Ha !  traitor !  " 
exclaims  one  gallant,  baring  his  blade.  "  Have 
I  found  thee,  oh  !  mine  enemy ! "  replies  the 
other,  throwing  away  his  scabbard.  The 
wricked  rapiers   glide,  and   grate,  and  gleam, 
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and  all  tlie  rest  of  it,  till  after  a  fixed  number 
of  stamps  and  passes,  down  goes  Mercutio, 
with  a  sufficient  hole  in  his  side,  and  off 
swaggers  Tybalt,  calling  for  a  stoup  of  wine  in 
such  reprehensible  language  as  seems  appro- 
priate to  a  costume  of  doublet  and  hose. 

We  who  wear  coats  and  pantaloons  can 
have  no  such  expeditious  redress.  We  bite 
our  thumbs  in  a  lawyer's  office  rather  than  in 
the  open  street,  and  must  needs  extort 
reparation — not  so  speedy,  but  perhaps  more 
secure — in  those  Inns  of  Court  which  were 
really  fields  when  our  fathers  sought  them  to 
salve  wounded  honour  with  hot  lead  or  cold 
steel.  But,  in  the  mean  time,  if  our  bitterest 
enemy  has  the  face  to  accost  us  politely  in 
public,  we  feel  compelled  to  return  his 
greeting,  value  for  value,  and  ask  after  his 
health  with  assumed  interest,  while  in  our 
secret  hearts  we  wish  he  was  dead,  and  worse  ! 

The  last  time  they  met  in  a  club,  Lord 
Fitzowen  addressed  Mr.  Eoy  mth  an  open 
frankness  that  could  not  but  disarm  suspicion. 
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Things  had  changed  since  then,  in  fact,  if  not 
intention,  and  what  ought  he  to  do  now  ?  It 
was  a  difficult  question.  "  I  have  no  right  to 
cut  a  man  because  I  am  in  love  with  his  wife," 
thought  his  lordship,  "and  yet  one  can't  be 
cordial  with  a  fellow  who  has  behaved  so  badly 
to  the  sweetest  woman  in  the  universe !  Hang 
it !  I  wish  I  hadn't  come ;  but  as  I  am  here,  I 
suppose  I  had  better  say  How  d'ye  do  ?  without 
shaking  hands  1 "  So  he  adopted  a  middle 
course,  which  is  seldom  a  good  plan,  and  the 
two  men  exchanged  a  cold,  constrained  salute, 
almost  tantamount  to  a  declaration  of  war. 

It  relieved  Mr.  Eoy,  nevertheless,  from  a 
dilemma  of  his  own.  He  too  had  been 
wondering  whether  he  ought  to  destroy  the 
whole  hilarity  of  the  party  by  cutting  Lord 
Fitzowen  dead,  or  whether,  under  protest  as  it 
were,  and  for  one  night  only,  he  should  meet 
him  like  any  other  friend,  and  leave  the  world 
to  be  enlightened  by  such  ulterior  proceedings 
as  would  make  it  impossible  for  them  ever  to 
speak    again.     His    lordship's    curt    greeting, 
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therefore,  gave  him  his  cue,  and  nobody, 
perhaps,  except  Brail,  whose  perceptions  were 
sharpened  by  self-interest,  observed  anything 
peculiar  in  the  manner  of  these  two  men,  sitting 
in  apparent  amity,  with  three  feet  of  tablecloth 
between  them,  which  one,  if  not  both,  would 
fain  have  exchanged  for  twelve  paces  of  level 
ground  near  a  frontier  town. 

But  hostility,  however  rancorous,  is  seldom 
quite  proof  against  the  effects  of  good  cheer. 
Before  dinner  was  half  through,  and  when  the 
champagne  had  been  round  thrice.  Brail  felt 
satisfied  there  would  be  no  difficulty  in  keep- 
ing the  peace,  nay,  by  the  time  chartreuse 
had  succeeded  a  macedoine  flavoured  ^T.th 
maraschino,  Fitz  became  so  placable  that  he 
began  to  think  "  Roy  wasn't  half  a  bad  fellow 
after  all,  and  what  a  pity  the  whole  lot  couldn't 
live  amicably  together,  while  he  made  love  to 
Mrs.  Roy  just  the  same ! "  Such  ethics, 
however,  only  belong  to  that  period  of  com- 
plete satisfaction  which  precedes  the  arrival  of 
cheese.     After  helping   himself  to  claret,  his 
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lorclship  grew  more  practical,  and  returned  to 
the  regions  of  common-sense. 

The  lieutenant  was  the  only  person  who 
felt  glad,  when  dinner  came  to  an  end.  The 
rest  had  been  happy  enough,  and  even  the  two 
enemies  seemed  far  less  occupied  with  each 
other  than  with  the  good  fare ;  but  Brail, 
having  an  object  of  his  own  in  view,  found 
himself  acting  a  part  rather  than  speaking  out 
in  his  proper  character,  a  process  most 
distasteful  to  the  frank-hearted  sailor.  Con- 
versation, during  the  repast,  naturally  turned 
on  his  recent  expedition,  and  the  explorer  was 
compelled  to  accept  as  courteously  as  he  might 
much  startling  information  on  the  arctic 
regions  from  landsmen  who  had  never  reached 
a  higher  latitude  than  Caithness.  The  sons  of 
the  sea  —  partly,  I  imagine,  from  a  good- 
humoured  contempt — are  exceedingly  tolerant 
of  shore-going  ignorance,  and  Brail,  hopeless  of 
teaching  them  any  better,  assented  to  the  most 
preposterous  opinions  with  a  freedom  that 
delighted  the  company,  one  and  all  declaring 
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him  "wholly  free  from  professional  prejudice, 
and  an  exceedingly  intelligent  man  !  "  There 
is  as  much  truth  as  satire  in  the  saying  of  the 
French  wit,  who  attributed  his  social  popularity 
to  a  polite  readiness  in  allowing  people  who 
knew  nothino^  about  them  to  instruct  him 
on  subjects  with  which  he  was  perfectly 
conversant ! 

Eoy,  who  had  crossed  the  Atlantic  in  a 
Cunard  steamer,  and  had  sighted  a  real  iceberg 
on  one  occasion  some  three  leagues  to  leeward, 
came  out  quite  as  an  authority.  The  whole 
table  listened  to  him,  and  Brail,  much 
amused,  backed  him  stoutly  in  every  position 
he  advanced.  By  the  time  repletion  had 
produced  its  usual  craving  for  tobacco,  there 
must  have  arisen  a  strange  confusion  in  the 
brains  of  the  guests  as  to  ice,  floating  and 
hummocky,  lime-juice,  scurvy,  walrus-bulls, 
white  bears,  the  aurora  borealis,  and,  above  all, 
the  Perihelion — a  word  everybody  insisted  on 
pronouncing  with  a  vague  understanding  that  it 
implied  the  visible  presence  of  four  suns  at  once. 
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The  bare  idea  of  such  a  phenomenon 
produced  an  adjournment  to  the  smoking-room 
in  somewhat  loose  formation,  during  which 
movement  John  Eoy  found  himself  grappling  his 
new  friend  by  the  arm  as  they  crossed  the  hall. 

"  It  will  be  very  hot  upstairs,"  said  Brail, 
taking  his  ove:^coat  from  its  peg.  "  What  say 
you  to  having  our  'baccy  outside  ?  " 

*'  Outside  it  is ! "  assented  the  other,  w^ho 
w^ould  have  agreed  to  any  far  more  independent 
proposition.  *'  And  I  tell  you  wdiat,  my  dear 
fellow,  if  you'll  come  with  me  afterwards,  I'll 
show  you  something  rather  curious !  Very 
queer  indeed,  queerer  than  anything  you  saw 
at  the  North  Pole.  A  regular  up-and-down 
exhibition  of  spirit-rapping — complete  circle 
— pretty  w^oman  saying  the  alphabet — question 
and  answer — mediums,  miracles,  manifestations 
—  blue-lights,  and  blue-blazes!  Will  you 
come  ?  " 

"  No  collusion  ?  "  asked  Brail.  "  No  wires, 
pulleys,  nor  magic-lanterns  ?  Nothing  of  that 
kind?" 
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"  Nothing  whatever,"  answered  Koy,  wdth 
more  confidence,  perhaps,  than  he  felt. 

''  A  lady  is  going  to  call  for  me  at  eleven — 
Lady  Jane  de  Banier.  Very  nice  woman. 
Got  a  very  nice  brougham.  I'll  introduce  you. 
In  the  mean  time  let  us  have  a  smoke  till  she 
comes." 

It  was  a  cool,  star-lit  night,  the  streets 
seemed  at  their  emptiest,  theatres  and  music- 
haUs  had  not  yet  disgorged  their  contents,  and 
but  for  a  policeman  looking  down  an  area,  the 
two  smokers  were  alone.  Brail  saw  his 
opportunity,  and  resolved  to  make  the  most 
of  it. 

"  Mr.  Roy,"  said  he,  knocking  the  ash  off 
his  cigar,  "  you  and  I  are  almost  strangers,  but 
if  it  wasn't  taking  a  liberty,  I  should  like  to  do 
you  a  good  turn." 

"  You're  very  kind,"  replied  the  other,  with 
whom  wine  brought  out  all  his  best  qualities ; 
"  do  it,  and  I'll  say  thank  ye.  I'm  likely  to 
want  all  the  friends  I  can  muster  before  lonsr." 

o 

This  was  so  far  encourasfiuo^. 
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"You  allude,  I  suppose,  to  rather  a  black 
job  that  I  hear  on  all  sides  you  are  taking  in 
hand,"  returned  the  sailor.  "  You'll  likely  say 
what  business  is  it  of  mine  ?  Mr.  Roy,  when  a 
good  fellow  has  gone  overboard,  it's  everybody's 
business,  to  heave  him  a  rope." 

''To  hang  himself  with?" 

"  The  devil  a  bit.  To  save  himself  with ! 
Mr.  Roy,  what  should  you  say  if  I  was  to  tell 
you  that  your  compass  does  not  act,  that  your 
charts  are  false,  that  you  have  no  instruments 
to  take  an  observation,  and  that  your  dead- 
reckoning  is  all  wrong  ?  " 

"  I  should  say.  Speak  plain  English,  my 
good  fellow,  and  I  shall  know  what  you  mean." 

"  Then,  in  plain  English,  you  are  steering 
a  course  which  will  never  bring  you  up  in  the 
port  you  want  to  fetch.  Mr.  Roy,  you  won't 
be  offended  if  I  tell  you  what  I  know,  and 
what  you  ought  to  know,  too.  The  lady 
against  whom  you  are  taking  proceedings  is  as 
innocent  as  the  day." 

"  Who  is  to  answer  for  it  ?  " 
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"  I  can  answer  for  it.  Her  aunt  can  answer 
for  it.  All  hands  can  answer  for  it !  We  live 
in  the  same  house;  I  see  her  every  day,  and 
half-a-dozen  times  a  day.  She  works  like  a 
black  slave,  twelve  hours  at  a  spell ;  she 
receives  no  visitors,  she  hasn't  been  a  cable's- 
length  from  the  street-door  but  once  in  the  last 
month,  and  that  was  for  a  cruise  in  the  Park 
with  me.  Mr.  Eoy,  that  lady  is  an  injured, 
ill-used  woman,  aud  as  good  as  o-old  ! " 

Such  intelligence,  delivered  in  such  good 
faith,  wholly  dissipated  the  fumes  of  wine,  and 
John  Roy's  brain  grew  as  clear  as  if  he  had 
drank  nothing  but  tea  for  a  week.  He  was 
surprised  to  feel  how  delighted  he  would  be  to 
believe  the  good  news,  but  with  his  restored 
powers  of  judgment  he  could  not  but  remember 
the  accusations  of  Mrs.  Mopus,  and  the 
damning  evidence  of  Nelly's  own  writing,  now 
in  his  desk  under  look  and  key. 

"  If  you  could  prove  this,"  he  said,  with  a 
cordial  grasp  of  the  sailor's  hand,  ''you  would 
be  the  best  friend  I  ever  had !     I  thank  you 
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for  your  good  intentions.  The  trutli  must 
come  out,  soon  or  late,  and  if  I  am  wrong, 
nobody  knows  how  happy  I  shall  be  to 
acknowledge  it.  In  the  mean  time  this  is  a 
sacred  subject  between  you  and  me.  Not  a 
word  more  now,  I  beg  of  you.  Here  comes 
Lady  Jane ! " 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

A   WORD    WITH   THE    DEAD-ALIVE. 

An  introduction  at  her  brougham  door  was 
soon  accomplished,  and  the  sailor,  hailing  a 
hansom  cab,  desired  the  driver  to  follow  in  the 
wake  of  her  ladyship's  carriage,  thinking  that 
but  for  Miss  Bruce  he  would  rather  have 
envied  his  new  friend,  thus  taking  a  passage  in 
so  narrow  a  craft  with  so  pleasant  a  shipmate. 
Whether  John  Roy  equally  appreciated  the 
position,  it  is  not  for  me  to  say  ;  but  I  imagine 
the  well-lit  streets  of  London  never  appear  to 
more  advantage  than  when  seen  after  dinner 
on  a  cool,  still,  summer's  night  from  the  dark 
interior  of  a  carriage,  in  company  with  a  white 
dress,  a  soft  gloved  hand,  a  wave  of  fragrant 
hair,  and  a  pair  of  kind  eyes,  that  dance  in  the 
shifting  gleams  as  we  pass  from  lamp  to  lamp, 
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now  bright  and  mirthful,  now  dim  and  tender, 
now  seeking,  now  afraid  to  meet  our  own. 

The  butt-end  of  a  strongish  cigar,  thought 
Brail,  was  a  poor  substitute  for  such  company ; 
nevertheless,  it  served  him  well  enough  till  his 
cab  stopped  with  a  jerk  at  the  door  of  a  good- 
sized  house  in  a  quiet  street  no  farther  off  than 
a  shilling  fare  from  the  club  where  he  had 
dined. 

He  followed  Mr.  Roy,  who  followed  Lady 
Jane,  and  was  speedily  introduced  to  his 
hostess,  a  pale,  languid  woman,  small,  delicate, 
and  pretty,  with  rather  an  affectionate  manner 
and  a  very  sweet  voice. 

"I  have  often  heard  of  you,  Mr.  Brail," 
said  she  graciously,  ''as  who  has  not?'''  to 
which  the  sailor,  looking  exceedingly  foolish 
under  the  compliment,  muttered  some  confused 
acknowledgment  that  he  trusted  was  unin- 
telligible and  he  felt  absurd. 

"  You  know  Lady  Pandora,  I  think,"  con- 
tinued this  charming  personage,  "  and  most  of 
the  others.     My  husband  is  not  here  to-night. 
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Mr.  Eccleston  remains  an  unbeliever,  and  these 
evenings  of  mine  bore  him  so  dreadfully,  that 
I  beg  him  to  keep  away." 

So  she  turned  placidly  to  another  arrival, 
observing  they  might  begin  now  as  soon  as 
they  liked,  for  her  party  w^as  complete. 

Though  Mr.  Eccleston  had  the  bad  taste 
to  absent  himself  from  his  wife's  researches 
after  the  supernatural,  it  was  apparent,  both 
to  sight  and  smell,  that  he  allowed  her  guests 
to  assemble  in  his  own  peculiar  retreat.  The 
book-cases  against  the  wall,  the  plain,  solid 
writing-table,  the  gloomy  effect  of  the  furniture, 
and  generally  dispiriting  influence  of  the  place, 
stamped  it  as  "  master's  room,"  even  without 
certain  odours  of  stale  tobacco  that  pervaded 
the  whole.  Brail,  looking  shyly  round,  made 
out  the  party  to  consist  of  ten  or  a  dozen, 
including  a  formidable  old  maid  in  spectacles, 
a  girl  with  laughing  eyes  and  a  tight  waist, 
two  officers  in  the  guards,  and  an  elderly 
unwashed  person,  shaggy  of  beard  and  hair, 
accused    on    insufficient   evidence   of    havino- 
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written,  of  writing,  or  of  being  about  to  write, 
a  book.  The  sailor  made  up  his  mind  to  feel 
interested,  though  wondering  a  little  that 
spirits  should  think  it  worth  while  to  take 
long  journeys  for  a  small  party  like  this.  Not 
that  he  grudged  his  shilling  fare,  but  as  yet  it 
did  seem  that  the  entertainment  would  be  dear 
at  eighteen  pence ! 

The  room  was  dimly  lighted.  A  ground- 
plan  of  the  Eccleston  mausoleum  lay  spread 
out  under  the  lamp ;  Lady  Jane  looked 
frightened,  Lady  Pandora  bored,  and  the 
others  conversed  in  suppressed  voices,  as  if 
they  were  at  church. 

"  It's  quite  still  and  star-light/'  observed 
Mrs.  Eccleston,  in  her  calm,  clear  tones.  ''  I 
think  they  won't  mind  coming  any  distance 
to-night.  If  you're  all  ready,  why  shouldn't 
we  go  up-stairs  and  begin  ?  " 

So  they  trooped  off  rather  unwillingly. 
Lady  Jane  keeping  a  sharp  eye  on  Roy,  who 
seemed  disposed  to  take  charge  of  the  tight- 
waist,  but  "  came  to   heel "  when  cautioned, 
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readily  enougli,  like  a  well-broke  dog  reproved 
for  running  sheep,  and  left  his  shapely  com- 
panion for  the  two  guardsmen  to  take  care 
of — an  arrangement  that  seemed  agreeable  to 
all  three. 

j^"Keep  near  me,"  whispered  her  ladyship, 
as  she  travelled  up-stairs  with  her  intended, 
towards  the  drawing-room.  "  Mind  you  don't 
let  go  my  hand,  I  know  I  shall  be  so  frightened 
in  the  dark." 

Her  misgivings  were  premature,  as  a  small 
lamp,  which  served  to  reveal  the  surrounding 
obscurity,  stood  on  a  mahogany  table  in  the 
middle  of  the  room,  round  which  the  party 
were  at  once  invited  to  take  their  seats.  When' 
all  were  placed,  Eoy  found  himself  between 
Lady  Jane  and  the  bearded  man ;  Brail,  who 
was  opposite,  having  for  his  supporters  the 
virgin  in  spectacles  and  one  of  the  guards- 
men; while  tight- waist,  as  bold  as  brass, 
separated  this  last  from  his  brother  officer. 
Mrs.  Eccleston,  having  given  her  directions 
with  great  coolness,  sat  down  to  complete  the 
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circle.      Then    they    all    joined    hands,    and 
looked  foolish. 

"Now  attend  to  me,"  said  their  hostess, 
in  her  low,  sweet,  languid  voice.  "  The  charm 
will  not  work  unless  we  are  careful  to  preserve 
our  chain;  therefore,  let  nothing  induce  yifM 
to  let  go  of  each  other's  hands.  ('  Nothing  • 
whatever  ! '  exclaimed  both  guardsmen,  while 
tight- waist  faintly  giggled  her  assent.)  More- 
over, if  you're  not  really  in  earnest,  it's  no 
use.  The  spirits  can't  bear  ridicule,  and  if 
they  think  we're  laughing  at  them,  they  won't 
come  near  us  at  all.  Don't  forget,  too,  that 
there  is  immense  virtue  in  wishing — (*  I'm 
very  good  at  that!^  whispered  a  guardsman) — 
so  you  must  keep  on  wishing  for  them,  as  hard 
as  you  can.  If  they  seem  a  little  rude  and 
boisterous,  you  needn't  mind.  They  never 
mean  any  harm,  and  I  am  not  sure  they 
could  do  much,  even  if  they  would.  Besides, 
they  profess  benevolence  to  the  human  race, 
and  I  myself  believe  implicitly  in  their  good 
faith.  Now  don't  be  frightened,  Lady  Jane,  I 
am  going  to  put  out  the  light." 
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Lady  Jane  was  frightened,  for  John  Roy 
felt  her  grasp  tighten  on  his  hand;  but  she 
scorned  to  admit  it,  and  sat  in  complete 
darkness  with  her  heart  beating  fast,  and  all 
her  faculties  concentrated  in  her  ears,  wishing 
she  hadn't  come ! 

The  minutes  were  very  long ;  at  the 
expiration  of  five,  which  seemed  like  fifty, 
one  of  the  guardsmen  sneezed,  causing  the 
whole  circle  to  start  simultaneously,  as  if  they 
had  sustained  an  electric  shock. 

"  Don't ! "  exclaimed  a  voice  out  of  the 
dark,  that  Brail  thought  he  recognised  as 
belonging  to  tight-waist. 

"  Don't  what  ?  " 

"  Don't  do  that !  " 

''I  can't  help  it." 

"  Very  likely ;  but  don't  do  it  again  !  " 

Brail  concluded  he  did/it,  as  no  more 
sneezes  were  heard,  and  the  silence  became 
oppressive  as  before. 

''You  may  talk  a  little,  if  you  like," 
suggested  Mrs.  Eccleston,  in  so  clear  and 
sweet  a  tone,  that  to  the  strained  nerves   of 
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her  listeners,  it  seemed  as  if  a  spirit  were 
already  in  the  room.  "  They  enjoy  mirth  and 
good-humour,  they  adore  harmony.  Mr.  Brail, 
can't  you  sing  us  a  song  ?  " 

No,  he  couldn't.  It  was  not  one  of  his 
accomplishments.  He  could  dance  a  horn- 
pipe, even  in  the  dark  if  she  wished;  but 
Mrs.  Eccleston  ruled  it  would  be  quite  out  of 
order,  and  might  frighten  away  their  expected 
visitors  beyond  recall. 

One  of  the  guardsmen  had  a  good  voice, 
but  knew  nothing  by  heart  except  "  The  Two 
Obadiahs,"  and  tight-waist  declared  she  was 
too  frightened  to  sing,  so  Mrs.  Eccleston  was 
entreated  to  carry  out  her  own  suggestion, 
which  she  did  with  exceeding  sweetness,  in  the 
following  incantation,  given  from  end  to  end  : — 

"  Will  you  come  to  the  trusting,  the  tender,  the  true, 
The  longing,  the  loving,  that  come  not  to  you, 
With  tidings  of  comfort  our  circle  to  glad, 

With  rest  for  the  weary,  and  hope  for  the  sad  % 
Oh  !  steal  to  our  aid,  on  your  fairy-like  tread, 
From  the  land  of  the  Living, 
The  land  of  the  Living, 
The  land  of  the  Living,  that's  thronged  with  the  Dead  ! 
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What  1  silent,  still  silent  ?     Oh  !  grant,  we  implore. 

But  the  faintest  of  touches  on  table  and  floor, 
Eut  the  lowest  of  whispers  to  lurk  in  our  ears, 

Or  the  lightest  of  airs,  in  a  breath  from  the  spheres. 
Is'ay,  grudge  not  to  cheer  us,  or  why  be  ye  fled 
From  the  land  of  the  Living, 
The  land  of  the  Living, 
The  land  of  the  Living,  that's  thronged  with  the  Dead  % 

Are  ye  willing '?     Oh  !  say,  shall  we  call  you  by  name  1 
Shall  we  watch  for  the  dawn  of  your  pale-coloured 
flame  1 
Till  the  skirts  of  a  shadow  are  touched  in  the  gleam. 

And  the  face  of  a  phantom  escapes  like  a  dream, 
Ere  the  mourners  can  learn  how  their  lost  one  hath  sped 
In  the  land  of  the  Living, 
The  land  of  the  Living, 
The  land  of  the  Living,  that's  thronged  with  the  Dead. 

Hush,  hush  !  they  have  heard  us — they  pass  through  the 
gloom ; 
They  wave  to  and  fro — they  are  here  in  the  room  ! 
By  the  virtue  of  will,  to  our  bidding  controlled, 

And  the  clasp  of  our  hands — so  we  loose  not  the 
hold— 
For  our  link  at  the  best  is  no  more  than  a  thread 
To  the  land  of  the  Living, 
The  land  of  the  Living, 
The  land  of  the  Living,  that's  thronged  with  the  Dead !  " 

And  now  a  silence  that  could  be  felt.  Even 
Brail  thought  well  to  pull  himself  together,  as 
it  were,  like  a  man  on  duty,  and  John  Eoy, 
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thougli  his  nerves  were  above  the  average, 
began  to  suspect  it  possible  his  imagination 
might  play  him  a  trick. 

So  they  all  sat  without  speaking.  Some 
hands  turned  hot,  others  cold,  but  nobody 
thought  of  letting  go.  The  old  maid  in 
particular  clung,  with  a  drowning  clutch,  to 
her  supporters  on  either  side.  Courage  is  but 
a  question  of  custom  after  all.  None  of  us 
feel  afraid  of  the  danger  we  are  accustomed 
to  encounter,  and  many  a  man  who  has  won 
his  Victoria  Cross,  would  be  exceedingly  loth 
to  interfere  with  a  bull  that  a  little  girl  in  a 
pinafore  turns  out  of  a  farmyard  unmoved. 
If  there  were  no  fear,  there  would  be  no 
bravery;  and  his  is  the  truest  valour  who 
can  coolly  face  an  unforeseen  peril  in  the 
dark !  The  unknown,  too,  seems  always 
terrible ;  but  that  curiosity  is  a  stronger 
instinct  than  self-preservation,  Lord  Soulis 
would  have  remained  staunch  to  his  kirk, 
Michael  Scott  been  content  to  leave  the 
Eildon   Hills  as   he  found   them,  and   Faust 
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declined  to  make  so  ineligible  an  acquaintance 
as  Mephistopheles. 

Nevertheless,  poor  humanity,  notwith- 
standing its  longings  after  the  supernatural, 
shrinks  back  from  that  which  it  is  most 
anxious  to  learn.  Man's  flesh  creeps  and  his 
blood  freezes  at  the  threatened  proximity  of 
something  alive,  but  not  material,  and  even 
the  most  courageous  find  themselves  passing 
into  the  shadow  of  a  nameless  dread,  akin  to 
that  which,  in  the  horror  of  a  nightmare, 
palsies  limbs  and  voice  and  will. 

Presently,  on  Roy's  attentive  ear,  there 
came  a  faint  rustling,  accompanied  by  certain 
weak  scratchings  and  scrapings,  as  if  a  rat,  in 
muslin  petticoats,  were  stealing  across  the 
floor.  At  the  same  moment  he  distinctly  felt 
a  stream  of  cold  air  j)ass  over  his  hands. 
Lady  Jane,  whispering,  "  Didn't  you  hear 
something?"  twined  her  trembling  fingers 
closer  in  his  ovni,  while  he  strained  his  eyes 
to  distinguish  such  darker  shapes  and  shadows 
as  seemed  to  grow  out  of  the  darkness  itself. — 
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* '  I  hope  they  won't  come,"  whispered  tight- 
waist. — "  Stand  to  your  guns,  and  keep  on 
wishing ! "  answered  one  of  her  supporters, 
and  as  she  declared  subsequently  she  "  wasn't 
the  least  bit  frightened,"  we  may  infer  she 
derived  confidence  from  the  security  of  her 
position,  guarded  by  these  men-of-war  on  both 
flanks,  not  in  the  least  suspecting  there  could 
arise  misgivings  even  in  their  military  minds. 
Gloom  and  silence  had  already  begun  to  tell 
on  valour,  and  they  both  admitted,  next  day 
when  they  talked  it  over  at  guard-mounting, 
that  ''  if  it  wasn't  cats  or  machinery,  there  was 
something  deuced  queer  in  the  whole  thing  !  " 
"Come!  spirits,  come!"  said  Mrs.  Eccleston 
in  her  calm  treble.  "  Don't  be  unkind,  sullen, 
silent,  disappointing !  Have  you  nothing  to 
say  to  us  ?  Come,  gentle  spirits,  come  !  Hush  ! 
There  is  one  in  the  room  now ! "  John  Eoy 
breathed  fast,  and  his  hands  turned  cold,  the 
maiden  in  spectacles  uttered  a  stifled  shriek, 
and  a  gentle  snore  announced  that  the  literary 
man  had  fallen  asleep. 
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A  chair  was  heard  to  move  across  the  floor, 
at  least  fifteen  feet  from  the  circle,  and  on  the 
table  itself  two  or  three  taps,  as  of  a  finger- 
nail, followed  each  other  in  quick  succession. 

Great  suspense  !  Tension  of  the  nerves  so 
keen  as  to  be  painful.  Lady  Jane  trembled 
like  a  leaf,  and  John  Eoy  began  to  think 
there  must  be  "  something  in  it." 

"They  are  not  in  the  best  of  humour," 
obsei-ved  Mrs.  Eccleston  coolly,  as  a  lady 
might  speak  of  her  children  or  her  ponies. 
"  Still,  if  we  had  a  good  Medium,  we  might 
get  a  Manifestation.  Wait  a  moment.  Tltey 
will  tap  out  their  answers  directly.  Spirits, 
are  you  there  ?  " 

Three  faint  touches,  just  audible,  meaning 
"Yes." 

"Do  I  know  you ?  Have  I  ever  spoken  to 
you  before  ?  " 

A  single  rap,  very  distinct,  obviously 
signifying  "Xo." 

"Dear  me!"  murmured  the  lady.  "I 
wonder  who  it  is.     Neither  Carrie,  nor  Helen, 
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nor  Augustus.  Certainly  not  Doctor  Syntax. 
Can  it  be  poor  Merrylegs  ?  " 

Agaiu  a  decided  "  No." 

"Are  you  interested  in  any  one  here?" 

"Yes." 

"  Will  you  speak  to  him  or  her  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"  Shall  I  go  over  the  alphabet  ?  " 

Three  distinct  taps,  succeeded  by  a  dozen 
faint,  little  flourishes,  as  though  the  spirit 
were  capering  with  delight  at  so  opportune  a 
suggestion. 

Mrs.  Eccleston  then  began  her  A,  B,  C, 
going  through  it  with  admirable  patience  and 
self-possession  till  she  came  to  the  letter  R, 
when  an  unmistakable  rap,  smartly  delivered, 
brought  her  up,  to  use  Brail's  expression,  "  all 
standing." 

She  began  again,  to  get  no  farther  than  0, 
but  nearly  exhausted  the  whole  twenty-six 
letters  the  third  time  till  stopped  by  the  last 
but  one. 

"R,  0,  Y,"  said  Mrs.  Eccleston  triumph- 
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antly.  *'Mr.  Koy,  you  had  better  S23eak  for 
yourself." 

Our  friend  found  himself  fairly  committed 
to  a  conversation  with  the  Shades  of  the 
Departed ;  and  notwithstanding  certain  mis- 
givings concerning  his  catechism,  profession  of 
faith,  and  baptismal  vow,  felt  rather  proud  of 
their  selection.  He  was  getting  accustomed, 
moreover,  to  the  situation,  and  his  nerves 
reasserted  themselves  now  that  he  required 
their  services. 

"  Are  you  a  friend  ? "  he  asked. 

^^Yes." 

*'  Do  you  know  my  past  and  present  ? " 

"  Yes — yes — yes,"  followed  by  many  con- 
firmatory little  scratches. 

"  My  future  ? " 

'^  Yes,"  doubtfully,  and  with  hesitation. 

*'Whatisitr' 

Dead  silence ;  then  a  few  faint  taps  that 
seemed  outside  the  window,  and  the  march  of 
another  chair  across  a  different   part    of  the 
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"I  don't  like  it,"  murmured  Lady  Jane. 
"  I  feel  so  faint  and  strange.  Dear  Mrs. 
Eccleston,  won't  you  stop  them  if  I  get 
worse  ? " 

"  Of  course  I  will,  dear.  But  try  and  keep 
up  a  little  longer.  I  am  sure  they  want  to 
tell  Mr.  Eoy  something  particular,  and  will 
answer  any  questions  he  likes  to  ask." 

"Don't  be  frightened,  Lady  Jane,"  added 
tight-waist,  though  her  own  shaking  accents 
rather  belied  the  encouragement.  "Nothing 
can  happen  if  you  keep  fast  hold  on  both 
sides." 

It  is  to  be  presumed  this  young  lady  suited 
the  action  to  the  word.  But  who  is  to  vouch 
for  the  unseen  ?  Some  of  the  party,  too,  under 
the  combined  influence  of  fear  and  obscurity, 
were  beginning  to  lose  their  heads. 

"  Go  on,  Mr.  Eoy,"  urged  his  hostess,  still 
perfectly  cool  and  calm.  "Don't  keep  them 
waiting.  They're  very  fussy  and  impatient 
to-night." 

"I    ask    you,"    continued    Eoy,   in    slow, 
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impressive  accents,  like  a  man  reading  prayers, 
"am  I  destined  to  succeed  in  my  under- 
taking ? '' 

"No." 

This  seemed  a  damper,  and  he  thought  well 
to  put  the  question  in  an  amended  form. 

"  Shall  I  obtain  the  dearest  wish  of  my 
heart  ?  "  Here  Lady  Jane  tightened  her  clasp. 
She  was  so  frightened,  poor  woman,  and  the 
spirits  seemed  to  know  too  much. 

An  answer  came  in  the  affirmative,  with 
endless  repetitions  and  more  triumphant 
kicking  up  of  heels,  so  to  speak,  in  a  weird, 
unholy  mirth. 

"  Explain ! "  rang  out  from  Brail's  deep 
chest,  loud  and  sonorous,  as  if  he  were  hailing 
the  maintop. 

Dire  confusion  ensued.  Two  or  three 
chairs  fairly  stampeded  about  the  room ;  a 
distant  sofa  began  to  plunge ;  there  came  a 
rush  of  wind,  a  rustling  of  dresses,  a  scraping 
of  feet ;  tight-waist  proclaimed  that  something 
was  pulling  at  her  skirts ;  and  the  table,  after 
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a  few  preparatory  sways  and  lurches,  reared 
straight  on  end. 

"Stop  it,  please!"  exclaimed  John  Eoy. 
"This  is  getting  serious.  Lady  Jane  has 
fainted." 

"Grive  me  the  match-box,"  said  Mrs. 
Eccleston  calmly.  "  Lady  Pandora,  you  ought 
to  have  it  in  your  lap.  Spirits  !  you  are  rude 
and  noisy,"  she  added  in  a  tone  of  grave 
displeasure.  "  You  must  behave  better  another 
time,  or  I  shall  not  ask  you  to  come  again." 

Then  she  struck  a  light,  with  great 
deliberation ;  and  the  bearded  man,  waking 
up  in  a  start,  observed  how — except  for  pale 
faces,  blinking  eyes,  and  that  they  sat  closer 
than  at  first — the  circle  seemed  much  in  the 
same  relative  position  as  before  the  lamp  was 
put  out,  and  he  went  to  sleep. 

Lady  Jane,  pale,  but  not  wholly  unconscious, 
leaned  her  head  on  Eoy's  shoulder ;  and  one  of 
the  Guardsmen  asked  tight-waist  whether 
there  was  not  yet  time  for  her  to  faint  too  ? 
Her  ladyship's   supporter,  however,  occupied 
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himself  less  with  the  fair  sufferer  than  with  the 
disarrangement  of  Mrs.  Eccleston's  furniture, 
much  of  which  seemed  to  have  moved,  by  its 
own  volition,  about  the  room.  AYhile  his 
hostess  proffered  eau-de-cologne  and  smelling- 
salts,  he  revolved  these  matters  in  his  mind, 
and,  like  most  of  his  companions,  came  to  the 
conclusion  that  there  was  "something  in  it." 

"We've  not  had  much  of  a  seancel^  said 
Mrs.  Eccleston,  looking  calmly  round;  "and  I 
am  afraid  you  are  all  disappointed.  The 
conditions  were  favourable,  too,  and  the 
weather  exactly  what  they  like.  But  they  are 
capricious,  there's  no  denying,  and  I  don't 
think  they  will  do  anything  more  for  us 
to-uight.  Dear  me !  it's  almost  one  o'clock. 
I  am  sure  everybody  must  be  hungry,  and 
we  really  deserve  some  supper  after  our 
exertions !  '^ 

So  she  led  the  way  downstairs  to  a  pretty 
breakfast-room,  where  a  table  was  laid  with 
fruit,  flowers,  coffee,  ices,  cold  chicken,  sand- 
wiches, and  champagne. 
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"  What  do  you  think  of  it  ? "  asked  Roy  of 
the  lieutenant,  as  they  brought  up  the  rear  of 
the  procession.  "  It's  more  than  strange — it's 
wonderful.  I  wish  Lady  Jane  hadn't  fainted. 
Did  you  hear  how  they  were  beginning  to 
answer  my  questions  ? " 

"They  know  more  than  we  give  them 
credit  for,"  answered  Brail  mysteriously,  and 
with  something  approaching  a  wink.  But  he 
kept  his  weather-eye  open,  that  which  was 
next  his  friend. 


CHAPTER  XIY. 

EBB     AND     FLOW. 

"The  dearest  wish  of  his  heart."  John  Eoy 
could  not  get  the  words  out  of  his  ears.  And 
he  was  to  obtain  it ;  the  spirits  had  told  him 
so.  What  was  the  dearest  wish  of  his  heart  ? 
— to  be  divorced  from  Nelly,  and  to  spend  the 
rest  of  his  life  with  Lady  Jane  ?  Hardly ! 
Was  it  not  rather  to  be  reconciled  with  the 
woman  whom  he  began  to  think  he  might  have 
suspected  and  injured  without  cause,  to  be 
assured  of  her  innocence,  to  know  she  loved 
him  still,  and  to  read  forgiveness  in  the  true 
grey  eyes  that  he  forced  himscdf  to  forget  by 
daylight,  but  that  haunted  him  nightly  in  his 
dreams  ?  Could  the  spirits  have  fathomed  his 
inmost  thoughts,  and  was  this  the  boon  they 
promised    in   their  mischievous  impish   glee  ? 
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Oh !  why  would  they  not  explain,  when  so 
adjured  by  the  frank-hearted  sailor  ?  They 
might  have  accounted  for  everything,  even  the 
letter  in  Nelly's  handwriting,  which  offered 
such  conclusive  evidence  of  her  guilt. 

But  for  that  letter,  he  would  stop  proceed- 
ings, even  now,  at  the  eleventh  hour.  The 
detective  whom  he  employed  had  little  to 
report.  Lord  Fitzowen,  indeed,  seemed  to 
have  called  more  than  once  of  late  at  the 
Corner  Hotel,  but  penetrated  no  farther  than 
the  threshold,  and  the  gifts  of  flowers  had 
ceased  altogether.  Plunged  in  uncertainty, 
tossed  and  torn  by  conflicting  emotions,  he 
longed  for  a  friend  on  whom  to  lean,  and 
began,  at  this  period,  much  to  afl'ect  the 
society  of  Lieutenant  Brail.  Meanwhile,  the 
Cleopatra  of  our  vacillating  Antony  could  not 
fail  to  observe  his  growing  absence  of  mind, 
uncertainty  of  temper,  and  general  despondency. 
In  vain  she  racked  her  pretty  head  to  find  him 
fresh  amusements,  and  steered  her  galley -aim- 
lessly to  and  fro,  in  search  of  some  enchanted 
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isle  wherein  to  imprison  liim,  if  only  for  an 
hour.  Alas!  there  was  neither  ^^ youth  at  the 
prow,  nor  pleasure  at  the  helm."  No  soft 
zephyrs,  nor  laughing  mornings;  nothing  of 
the  poets'  glowing  imagery,  but  the  coming 
whirlwind,  "  that,  hushed  in  grim  repose, 
expects  his  evening  prey." 

Of  course,  Cleopatra  became  the  more 
exacting,  the  more  captious,  and  pulled  all  the 
harder  at  her  string,  because  it  looked  like 
breaking.  Equally,  of  course,  Antony  gTew 
impatient  and  morose,  missed  his  appointments, 
absented  himself  without  accounting  for  his 
time,  sulked,  swore,  and  on  one  occasion  even 
quitted  her  with  brutal  indifference  when 
bathed  in  a  flood  of  tears  ! 

Was  this  another  of  the  worthless  games 
for  which  women  burn  such  costly  candles  ? 
Lady  Jane  asked  herself  the  question,  and 
answered  it,  too,  more  than  once  !  But  must 
she  therefore  submit  to  defeat  ?  Xo,  a  thou- 
sand times,  no !  If  you  want  a  thing,  what 
matter  that  the  article  is  only  shoddy,  tinsel, 
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pinchbeck  ?  Buy  it  at  any  cost.  Does  the 
seller  refuse  shillings  ?  Offer  pounds,  hundreds, 
thousands.  Never  stop  to  calculate,  sell  your 
present,  mortgage  .  your  future,  and  take 
possession,  that  you  may  crow  in  triumph — over 
what  ?  an  egg  addled,  a  bubble  burst,  a  fancy 
exploded,  and  a  disappointment  bitter  as  gall ! 

Then  will  you  have  gone  through  a  woman's 
experience,  and,  for  the  rest  of  your  life,  if  you 
have  any  grace,  may  thank  your  mother  that 
you  were  born  a  man ! 

Perseverance,  obstinacy,  call  it  what  you 
will,  is  a  great  feminine  quality,  and  in  nine 
cases  out  of  ten  meets  with  the  success  it 
deserves.  Lady  Jane,  without  the  least 
intention  of  discontinuing  the  siege  should 
she  fail,  resolved  on  a  coup  de  main,  and  the 
attack,  she  reflected,  could  best  be  made  under 
cover  of  a  water-party,  or  some  such  junketing, 
which  might  lead  to  a  dinner  out  of  town,  and 
a  drive  home  by  moonlight.  People  who  know 
what  London  life  is,  for  those  whose  business 
consists  solely  of  amusement,  will  appreciate 
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her  ladyship's  exertions  in  trying  to  collect 
some  twenty  friends  wanted  on  the  same  day 
in  the  middle  of  June.  After  all,  the  wit  of 
the  company,  the  man  who  was  to  make  the 
whole  thing  "  go  off,"  disappointed  her  at  the 
last  moment,  and  she  was  obliged  to  put  a 
raw  youth,  studying  at  Cambridge,  and  doing 
that  badly,  in  his  place. 

Lastly,  the  person  for  whom  so  much 
trouble  must  be  taken,  became  restive,  and 
declared  he  didn't  want  to  go  !  "  The  party 
would  bore  him,"  he  thought.  "  Besides,  he 
hated  the  river.  It  was  nothing  but  a  cesspool 
now,  and  it  made  him  sick  ! "  When  a  woman 
"stoops  to  conquer,"  how  low  will  she  not 
descend  ?  I  have  seen  curtsies  made  to  her 
Majesty,  God  bless  her ! — so  abject  in  their 
grace,  that  the  beautiful  subject  seemed  to 
sink  through  the  palace  floor,  and  one  almost 
wondered  whether  she  wouldn't  come  up  again, 
like  a  living  duck,  half  a  gun-shot  farther  off. 
A  lady's  weight  can  never  be  calculated  till 
she  has  got  her  foot  on  your  neck.     But  again, 
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nobody  knows  her  extreme  docility,  unless  tlie 
position  is  reversed,  and,  if  you  have  the  heart 
to  do  it,  you  crush  the  flower  under  your  heel 
that  would  fain  be  blooming  next  your  heart. 
Lady  Jane  must  have  had  some  sharp  twinges 
ere  she  brought  herself  to  offer  the  following 
bribe. 

"  We  needn't  go  on  the  river  if  you  don't 
like ;  and  as  for  the  party  boring  you,  I  mean 
to  have  the  prettiest  women  and  the  pleasantest 
men  in  London.  What  do  you  say  to  that 
flirting  girl  with  the  tight  waist  ?  The  one  we 
met  at  Mrs.  Eccleston's.  I  am  sure  she  would 
come  if  I  asked  her." 

"  She's  rather  nice,"  answered  Eoy,  suddenly 
discovering  that  a  day  in  the  country  would 
be  no  unpleasant  variety  for  the  hot  weather. 

"Anything  hut  that!''  returned  her  lady- 
ship. "  I  should  certainly  not  describe  her  as 
nice  !  Loud  in  her  dress,  bold  in  her  manner, 
and  always  on  the  look-out  for  admiration, 
which  don't  arrive." 

''  Why,  you  said  yourself  she  was  pretty ! " 
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''Not  exactly.  Fresh-looking,  but  bad 
style.  However,  she  goes  down  with  gentle- 
men, and  unless  one  invites  these  sort  of 
damsels-errant,  the  very  young  men  won't 
come." 

This  was  as  much  as  to  say,  "  Don't  suppose 
I  am  going  to  let  you  philander  about  with 
tight-waist,  instead  of  attending  on  me.  If 
she  is  invited,  it  must  be  on  the  express  under- 
standing that  you  confine  yourself  to  looking, 
and  nothing  more  ! " 

"  Who  else  ?  "  continued  the  gentleman  in 
a  careless  tone,  not  unmarked  by  Lady  Jane, 
that  sufficiently  indicated  his  indifference  to 
the  other  guests. 

"There's  the  list.  You  can  look  it  over 
for  yourself.  F  told  Lady  Pandora  to  bring 
two  or  three  men." 

"You  had  better  have  said  two  or  three 
hundred.  Lady  Pandora  is  perfectly  ridiculous. 
She  can't  move  without  an  escort  of  cavaby ! 
At  her  age  she  ought  to  know  better." 

"You  don't  like  Lady  Pandora  now  that 
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she  lias  become  a  friend  of  mine,  and  I  only 
made  up  to  her  on  your  account.  She  is  a 
good-natured  woman,  after  all,  and  as  for  her 
age — "  Here  Lady  Jane  stopped,  remembering 
that  on  the  pages  of  Burke  her  new  friend  and 
herself  were  recorded  as  in  the  same  year. 

Perhaps  this  is  the  one  disadvantage  under 
which  ladies  labour  who  are  *'born  in  the 
purple."  There  is  no  uncertainty  in  the 
Peerage  or  the  Stud-book.  When  both  are 
thorough-bred,  a  man  cannot  blind  himself  to 
the  fact  that  his  mistress  is  five-and- thirty, 
and  his  mare  fifteen. 

''She  is  a  very  worldly  woman,"  continued 
Mr.  Koy,  who  professed  of  late  a  dislike  to  fine 
ladies  and  their  ways.  "  I  don't  believe  she 
has  an  idea  beyond  her  dress  and  her  visiting- 
list.  I'll  be  bound  to  say  she  couldn't  add  up 
three  figures,  or  order  dinner  for  half-a-dozen 
people,  without  a  mistake  !  " 

"Or  do  plain  sewing,  or  make  a  rice- 
pudding,"  sneered  her  ladyship,  wincing  from 
the  implied  taunt,  and  feeling,  with  a  woman's 
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jealous  instinct,  that  he  must  be  thinking  of 
his  wife.  "  She  was  not  brought  up  to  it, 
Mr.  Eoy.  You  don't  expect  a  lady  to  have 
the  training  of  a  housemaid — or  a  cook." 

*'  I'm  tired  of  ladies  !  It's  the  same  story 
over  and  over  again.  Have  you  seen  the  So- 
and-sos?  Are  you  going  to  such-and-such  a 
ball  ?  Who  are  these  people  ?  Do  they  give 
things?  I  suppose  we  shall  be  obliged  to 
know  them  !  That  is  all  one  gets  out  of  the 
sort  of  women  one  takes  down  to  dinner  seven 
nights  in  the  week.  I  should  like  to  meet 
nature  sometimes,  heart  and  brains,  flesh  and 
blood,  truth,  sympathy,  and  a  little  common- 
sense  ! " 

"  Should  you  ! "  thought  my  lady,  whO;,  to 
do  her  justice,  had  in  her  composition  more 
flesh  and  blood,  perhaps  even  more  common - 
sense,  than  he  gave  her  credit  for.  "You'll 
know  better  some  day,  and  certainly  you  shall 
not  speak  like  that  when  I've  got  you  safe  in 
hand  and  firmly  broken-in ! "  but  she  only 
looked  kindly  in  his  face,  and  answered  with  a 
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spice  of  covert  satire,  "  I'm  surprised  ^oic 
should  say  that.  I  think  a  woman  is  always 
agreeable  with  a  pleasant  man  at  her  elbow. 
We  don't  want  much  encouragement  to  talk, 
and  if  there  are  long  intervals  of  silence  during 
dinner,  it's  generally  ^our  fault,  not  ours.  At 
least  that  is  mi/  experience,  and  I  used  to  dine 
out  a  great  deal  before  you  came  to  London." 

He  could  not  but  be  mollified  by  the  loving 
glance  and  the  flattering  inference.  ''Any 
fellow  w^ould  make  himself  agreeable  who  sat 
by  y<9?^,"  he  answered.  "  I  was  thinking  of 
very  different  people,  like  Lady  Pandora  and 
hei'  lot.  Never  mind.  Let  us  hear  the  plan 
of  the  campaign.  Where  are  you  going  to 
take  us,  and  what  shall  you  do  to  us  when  we 
get  there  ?  " 

"  I  meant  to  go  down  by  water,  but  you 
say  you  hate  the  river,  and  it  does  look 
melancholy  with  the  tide  out.  My  plan  is  to 
drive  to  Bushey,  where  we  can  all  meet  and 
admire  the  chestnuts.  They  must  look  beauti- 
ful now." 
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*'  They  did  a  week  ago.  People  take  care 
to  miss  them  at  their  best.     Aprh  ?  " 

"Then  let  us  go  on  to  Hampton  Court, 
make  our  bows  to  bluff  King  Hal,  ask  some  of 
our  poor  relations  to  give  us  tea,  walk  in  that 
quaint  old  garden,  and  perhaps  lose  ourselves 
in  the  Maze.  Young  people  delight  in  the 
Maze." 

Visions  of  tight-waist  flitting  to  and  fro 
like  a  hunted  hind  through  alleys  of  evergreens 
crossed  John  Eoy's  brain,  and  he  signified  a 
cordial  assent. 

"  When  we've  had  enough  of  it,"  continued 
her  ladyship,  "let  us  go  on  to  Eichmond, 
dine  at  The  Castle — I've  arranged  all  that — 
and  drive  home  by  moonlight.  Do  you 
approve  ?  " 

"  I  shall  like  the  driving  back,"  answered 
Eoy,  who  could  not  well  say  less,  and  who, 
indeed,  was  never  loth  to  return  home  from 
such  festivities.  "  I  think  it  sounds  pleasant 
enough." 

"Then    you    wont     throw     me     over?" 

VOL.    II.  Q 
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returned  Lady  Jane  affectionately.  "You 
couldn't  be  so  cruel !  I  have  got  to  depend 
upon  you  so  for  everything,  because  I  feel 
you  have  too  good  a  heart  to  play  me 
false." 


CHAPTER  XY. 

HAMPTON    COURT. 

"  Then  take  Auntie.  She  likes  it,  and  it  will 
do  her  good/' 

The  speaker  was  Nelly,  sitting  in  her  glass- 
case  as  usual,  pen  in  hand. 

"  Steady !  I  mean  to  take  you  both. 
You'll  never  be  yourself  again  till  you  get 
some  fresh  air.  When  I  knew  you  first  you 
carried  a  red  ensign ;  now  you  have  hauled  it 
down  and  hoisted  the  white.  Look  out,  Mrs. 
John,  that  you  don't  run  up  the  yellow  flag 
before  you've  done  !  " 

The  honest  seaman  was  right ;  though  her 
smile  seemed  cheerful  enough,  it  could  not 
conceal  from  Brail,  nor  any  one  else,  the 
ravages  deep  sorrow  and  bitter  injustice  had 
made  on  that  fair  fresh  face.     Her  eyes  were 
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sunk,  her  cheeks  fallen,  and  though  her  beauty 
had  gained  something  in  refinement,  it  had  lost 
the  delicacy  of  tint  which  made  it  so  attractive 
in  the  old  happy  days  long  ago. 

Even  her  aunt  deplored  the  change,  and 
held  many  a  consultation  with  their  firm 
friend  the  lieutenant  as  to  what  should  be 
done.  The  one  called  her  "  out-of- sorts " — 
the  other  "  out-of-gear,"  but  neither  could 
devise  better  remedies  than  amusement,  variety, 
and  fresh  air. 

"You  ought  to  go,  Nelly,  you  ought, 
indeed,"  argued  Mrs.  Phipps,  taking  part  in 
these  deliberations.  "  I  am  sure  at  your  age  I 
would  have  jumped  at  such  an  offer,  like  a 
cock  at  a  gooseberry !  June  weather,  my 
dear,  a  day  in  the  country,  a  pleasure-trip  on 
board  a  steamboat,  and  a  sailor  beau  to  look 
after  you — what  more  can  a  young  woman 
Avant?  And  it's  strange  if  such  an  old- 
established  business  as  ours  can't  take  care  of 
itself  for  a  summer's  afternoon.     You  seem  to 
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expect  you  will  find  the  hotel  vanished  when 
you  come  back  I  " 

So  Nelly  was  over-persuaded,  and,  accom- 
panied by  her  aunt,  who,  having  an  attraction 
of  her  own  in  the  shape  of  a  female  friend  at 
Hampton  Court,  required  little  pressing  for  so 
agreeable  a  jaunt,  put  on,  with  her  best  bonnet, 
and  a  new  pair  of  gloves,  as  cheerful  a  face  as 
she  could  command,  to  do  credit  to  their 
gallant  escort,  the  enterprising  Brail. 

Auntie's  get-up  was  not  quite  so  successful. 
Black  and  gold,  as  much  as  possible  of  both, 
had  always  been  her  conception  of  full  dress. 
But  for  the  one  she  was  gay  and  glittering  as 
a  jeweller's  shop,  but  for  the  other,  sombre  and 
imposing  as  a  six-plumed  hearse.  Her  face, 
though,  shone  with  good-humour,  and  that 
well-pleased  smirk  which  nobody  can  call  up 
at  will,  and  which  is,  indeed,  the  very  trade- 
mark of  a  Londoner,  out  for  a  brief,  rare 
holiday. 

So  these  three  took  shipping  in  a  penny 
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boat  at  a  commodious  place  of  embarkation,  no 
longer  called  Hungerford  Stairs,  and,  except 
tliat  the  elder  lady  showed  much  interest  in  a 
mechanical  contrivance  for  lowering  the  funnel 
of  the  steamer  under  Putney  Bridge,  while  she 
compared  its  captain,  invidiously,  with  her 
own  nautical  hero  Brail,  nothing  worthy  of 
remark  occurred  during  the  entire  passage. 
The  lieutenant,  who,  with  a  certain  bluifness 
of  manner,  possessed  much  of  that  tact  which 
comes  from  a  kind  heart,  devoted  himself  to 
Auntie's  amusement,  leaving  Nelly  to  the 
quiet  enjoyment  of  air,  sunshine,  green  trees, 
shining  water,  and  the  soothing  monotony  of 
continuous  motion  against  the  stream.  If 
people  only  knew  the  kindness  they  can 
sometimes  confer  by  leaving  us  alone !  This 
is  no  place  to  enter  on  the  higher  consolations 
of  religion,  the  gracious  words  spoken  expressly 
for  the  bruised  reed  and  the  broken  heart,  that 
raise  the  fallen  far  above  the  level  of  earthly 
shame  and  earthly  care  :  but  such  holy  con- 
siderations apart,  do  we  sufficiently  appreciate 
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the  mere  material  repose  of  mind  and  body, 
that  we  never  fail  to  find  within  the  walls  of  a 
church  ?  For  an  hour  and  three  quarters  no 
mortal  can  molest  us  with  greeting,  narrative, 
or  repartee.  No  post  invades  the  sacred 
precincts,  nor  note  requiring  an  immediate 
answer ;  the  most  enthusiastic  acquaintance 
neither  dare  smile,  nor  nod,  nor  insist  on 
shaking  hands,  and  however  dull,  nay,  drowsy, 
may  be  the  sermon,  how  can  we  think  it  tedious 
when  it  prolongs,  if  but  by  minutes,  this 
grateful  interval  of  solitude,  that  comes  but  on 
one  day  in  the  whole  busy  week  ? 

Nelly,  leaning  against  the  side  to  watch  the 
water  as  it  flowed  by,  did  not  so  much  think 
as  dream.  Sorrows,  cares,  regrets,  and  injuries 
seemed  to  float  down  with  the  ebb  towards  the 
sea,  and  hope,  the  off'spring  of  memory,  as  skill 
is  the  child  of  experience,  beckoned  her  on  to 
shape  her  true  course  against  wind  and  tide, 
not  entirely  despairing  of  a  change  here,  and 
confident  in  a  better  time  hereafter. 

She  had  struggled  to  do  right,  as  women 
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alone  do  struggle,  against  a  flood  of  difficulties 
under  which  a  man  would  long  ago  have 
yielded  and  gone  down.  It  is  not  the 
so-called  stronger  sex  that  fights  hardest  with 
privation,  sorrow,  the  tempter's  lures,  and  its 
own  overpowering  affections,  for  the  bare 
reward  of  an  approving  conscience.  In  London 
alone  how  many  thousands  are  there  of  an 
undefeated  Legion,  who  work  their  fingers  to 
the  bone  on  a  dry  crust  and  a  sip  of  tea, 
rather  than  lose  an  atom  of  self-respect,  or 
suffer  a  breath  of  suspicion  to  dim  their 
spotless  shields !  What  are  the  boasts  of 
chivalry  to  courage  such  as  this  ?  And  for  us 
gentlemen,  who  assume  to  hold  honour  as  the 
very  air  we  breathe,  do  we  help  or  hinder  them 
in  their  path  ?  No.  We  look  on  such  things 
too  lightly,  and  in  spite  of  a  dishonest 
proverb,  believe  me,  "  All  is  not  fair  in  love 
and  war ! " 

"  Why,  you're  better  every  moment,  my 
dear,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Phipps,  as  the  steamer 
touched  its  landing-place.     "By  the  time  we 
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get  to  Hampton  Court  you'll  look  like  yourself 
again,  and  do  us  credit,  won't  ske,  Mr.  Brail  ? 
As  for  me,  I  declare,  tke  river  and  tke  breeze 
and  tke  swans,  and  one  tking  and  anotker, 
kave  set  me  up  so,  tkat  if  tke  fiddler  would 
only  go  on  witk  kis  scraping,  I  do  believe 
I  skould  begin  to  dance.  I  feel  like  five-and- 
twenty,  Mr.  Brail,  and  I've  you  to  tkauk  for  it ; 
but  I  should  relisk  a  glass  of  ginger-beer  !  " 

Tkat  refreskment  was  easily  obtained,  and 
tke  tkree  soon  found  tkemselves  at  Hampton 
Court  Palace,  wkere  Mrs.  Pkipps  went  to  visit 
ker  friend,  maid  and  kousekeeper  to  a  peer's 
daugkter,  living  rent-free  as  tke  lodger  of  ker 
Sovereign,  wkile  Nelly  and  Brail  walked  on  to 
wait  in  tke  gardens,  wkere  tkey  met  a  crowd 
of  botk  sexes,  ckiefly  Londoners  of  tke  lower 
class,  about  to  return  kome  by  tke  train, 
kappy,  kilarious,  and,  seeing  tkat  it  was 
tkirsty,  kay- making  weatker,  not  quite  so 
well-bekaved  as  usual. 

"  Excuse  me  for  a  minute  !  "  exclaimed 
Brail,  wkose  quick  eye  caugkt  sigkt  of  an  old 


234  J^OY'S  WIFE. 

shipmate  in  tlie  throng.  "  Don't  go  farther 
than  the  lawn.  I  shall  be  back  directly.  I 
can't  help  myself.  It's  a  case  of  man-overboard. 
There's  nothing  else  to  be  done  ! " 

His  face  expressed  stern  disgust,  and, 
indeed,  not  without  cause.  In  the  midst  of 
some  half-dozen  roughs,  who  looked  perhaps 
worse  than  they  really  were,  but  could  only  be 
classed  as  the  least  desirable  society  for  an 
officer  and  a  gentleman,  he  spied  an  old  friend 
holding  forth  with  such  thickened  volubility  of 
speech  and  grotesque  vehemence  of  gesture,  as 
declared  him  to  be  pleasantly  drunk  at  six  in 
the  afternoon. 

His  face  shone,  his  eyes  wandered,  he 
swayed  and  lurched  on  uncertain  feet  with 
idiotic  smiles,  while  his  hat  was  pushed  back 
on  his  head  at  the  angle  that  denotes  hopeless 
imbecility,  or  irretrievable  defeat. 

Alas !  can  such  things  be  ?  Sober,  this 
man  was  a  smart  officer,  a  consummate  seaman, 
a  hearty  messmate,  and  a  sterling  friend. 
Drunk,  he  seemed  simply  a  butt,  a  laughing- 
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stock,  a  tom-fool,  for  the  rabble  to  boot  and 
jeer. 

He  knew  it  too,  nobody  better,  in  bis  lucid 
intervals ;  knew  that  his  professional  prospects, 
the  bread  he  ate,  his  standing  as  an  officer,  his 
character  as  a  gentleman,  his  soundness  of 
mind  and  body,  the  very  welfare  of  his  soul, 
depended  on  resistance  to  that  vicious  craving 
which  had  grown  to  be  his  curse,  and  yet  he 
gave  way,  hob-nobbing,  as  it  were,  with  the 
demon  w^ho  pressed  the  poison  to  his  lips,  and 
priding  himself  on  such  good-fellowship  as 
must  constitute  the  conviviality  of  hell. 

Not  broke  yet,  strange  to  say,  but  wearing 
the  Queen's  uniform  still,  and  drawing  the 
Queen's  pay.  Never  a  week  in  port  without 
many  a  "  squeak  for  it ; "  sometimes,  even  in 
blue-water,  guilty  of  that  ofifence  which  is 
justly  unpardonable  by  our  Articles  of  War. 
Who  shall  say  how  often  his  mess-mates 
screened  him  by  taking  his  duty  on  them- 
selves; how  the  very  topmen  anticipated  his 
orders,  moved  by  pity,  not  without  contempt, 
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or  the  master-at-arms  turned  away  his  lantern 
in  mingled  sorrow  and  disgust  ?  The  surgeon's 
mate  tried  in  vain  to  make  him  a  teetotaller,  as 
the  one  indispensable  step  towards  becoming 
hereafter  an  admiral. 

Catching  sight  of  Brail,  he  recognised  his 
old  shipmate,  and  staggered  to  meet  him  with 
a  cordiality  that  must  have  seemed  truly 
gratifying,  had  it  not  been  the  offspring  of  grog. 

"  Come  aboard  at  last,  my  hearty ! "  said 
he,  holding  on  to  his  friend,  and  hiccoughing 
his  greetings  in  strange  confusion  of  time  and 
place.  "  An  old  messmate,  my  lads,"  looking 
angrily  round.  *' Make  him  welcome,  all 
hands,  and  don't  stand  grinning  there  like  a 
ship-load  of  monkeys !  He's  an  explorer,  my 
sons,  this  is — a  North  Pole  man  !  Excuse  me, 
old  chap,  we'd  have  had  the  yards  squared,  and 
the  side  manned,  if  you'd  only  warned  us. 
Give  us  your  flipper — there's  mine  1  Look  at 
it ;  I  tell  ye,  as  honest  a  fist  as  ever  broke  a 
biscuit !  Hold  on  now  !  Let's  go  below  and 
liquor  up ! " 
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AVitli  a  view  of  carrying  out  this  hospitable 
suggestion,  he  suffered  Brail  to  lead  him  out  of 
the  gardens,  closely  watched  by  one  of  the 
care-takers  of  the  place,  and  dismissed  with 
three  cheers  from  the  rabble,  for  whom  this 
agreeable  little  interlude  had  provided  a 
laughable  entertainment,  tragic,  comic,  and 
burlesque,  with  nothing  to  pay. 

Our  friend  felt  in  a  false  position,  and 
winced  sorely;  but  he  was  the  last  man  to 
shirk  a  job,  however  unpleasant,  that  came  in 
the  shape  of  duty;  so  steered  his  drunken 
companion  towards  the  inn  as  best  he  could, 
resolving,  when  safely  housed,  to  put  him  in 
charge  of  the  landlord,  lock  him  up  in  a 
bed-room,  and  return  for  him  after  Auntie  and 
Mrs.  John  had  concluded  their  day's  amuse- 
ment, the  last  thiuCT  at  nio^ht. 

It  was  most  inconvenient,  and  Brail 
believed  nothing  could  have  added  to  his 
discomfiture ;  but  even  in  the  lowest  depths 
there  is  a  lower  deep  still,  and  as  no  man 
should   presume   to    declare    he   has    spent    a 
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happy  day  till  it  is  time  to  go  to  bed,  so  there 
is  no  social  complication  so  perplexing  but 
that  it  may  be  enhanced  by  the  inopportune 
arrival  of  fresh  actors  on  the  scene. 

At  the  gate  that  offered  egress  and  escape, 
the  sober  sailor,  grappling  stoutly  to  his 
drunken  mess-mate,  found  himself  in  the  very 
centre  of  Lady  Jane's  party,  comprising  some 
of  the  smartest  people  in  London,  who  had 
yawned  their  way  through  Bushey  Park  under 
the  chestnuts,  to  seek  new  distraction,  or,  at 
least,  something  fresh  to  weary  them,  in  the 
Palace  Gardens. 

Lords  and  ladies,  chaperones  and  their 
charges,  old  men  and  maidens,  wives  without 
their  husbands,  husbands  without  their  wives, 
such  a  gathering  as  constitutes  a  pleasant  pic-nic, 
all  in  their  freshest  attire,  and  all,  more  or 
less,  wishing  for  dinner-time — some  to  exchange 
secrets,  some  partners,  some  because  they  were 
hungry,  and  some  because  they  were  bored. 

So  much  beauty,  rigged  so  tastefully,  was 
too  much  for  a  British  sailor  in  his  cups,  and 
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nothing  but  Brail's  personal  strength  prevented 
his  charge  from  staggering  up  to  Lady  Jane 
herself,  and  asking  her  to  dance  with  him  then 
and  there. 

Covered  with  confusion,  but  holding  on  to 
his  man  like  one  of  the  old-fashioned  press- 
gang,  our  lieutenant  had  nearly  extricated 
himself  from  the  well-dressed,  well-bred, 
wondering  throng,  when,  of  all  people  in  the 
world,  he  came  face  to  face  with  Lord  Fitzowen 
and  Miss  Bruce  !  Even  at  such  a  crisis  he  did 
not  lose  his  head.  Boy  and  man,  his  training 
had  gifted  him  with  a  second  nature,  that  only 
grew  the  calmer  and  more  quick-sighted  for 
increasing  emergency.  He  marked  Hester 
turn  red  and  pale;  nor  were  the  truth  and 
courage  lost  on  him  that  prompted  the  girl  to 
defy  criticism  and  give  him  a  kindly  greeting 
as  she  went  by. 

Good-natured  Fitz,  who  seemed  in  lower 
spirits  than  usual,  made  no  comments  what- 
ever, but  others  of  the  company  were  neither 
so  courteous  nor  so  discreet. 
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"  Who  is  your  friend,  Miss  Bruce  ?  "  asked 
one  ;  "  Jack's  alive  ! "  laughed  another,  recog- 
nising the  Arctic  explorer,  and  pleased  to  have 
a  fling,  like  the  world  in  general,  at  a  man 
who  had  made  his  mark.  "  The  grog  has  been 
served  out  early  to-day,  and  these  two  have 
taken  their  allowance ; "  while  Lady  Jane 
whispered  in  her  ear,  "  My  dear  Hester,  what 
a  disgusting  sight !  How  could  you  notice 
him  ?     I  hope  you  will  never  speak  to  the  man 


again ! 


Partly  for  the  pleasure  of  contradicting  her 
ladyship,  more,  we  will  hope,  from  an  honest 
instinct  of  manhood,  John  Koy  took  up  the 
cudgels  for  his  ally — 

"  How  like  Brail ! "  he  exclaimed.  "  Always 
first  to  help  in  a  difficulty.  He  is  hauling  a 
drunken  man  out  of  the  Gardens.  I'll  go  and 
see  him  through  the  job  ! " 

So  without  waiting  for  Hester's  '  bright 
glance  of  gratitude,  or  the  scowl  with  which 
her  ladyship — who  wanted  him  to-day,  of  all 
days,     at     her     apron-strings — reproved    his 
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desertion,  he  turned  liis  steps  towards  the  inn, 
leaving  the  rest  to  roam  through  the  cool 
stone-passages  of  the  Palace,  and — delightful 
pastime — shout  to  each  other  how  completely 
they  were  bewildered  in  the  maze. 


VOL.    II. 


CHAPTER  XYI. 

FAE   ABOVE   RUBIES. 

Disappointment,  thy  name  is  pleasure-hunting ! 
Amongst  all  Lady  Jane's  company,  how  few 
were  fortunate  enough  to  find  the  gratification 
they  came  so  far  to  seek.  Hester,  who  left 
home  in  the  highest  spirits,  with  a  vague  hope 
that  Brail  might  be  invited,  felt  a  greater 
depression  than  she  chose  to  acknowledge 
when  she  discovered  her  mistake,  but  it  vexed 
her  still  more  to  reflect  that  under  such 
unfavourable  conditions  it  would  have  been 
far  better  not  to  have  met  at  all.  Lady  Jane, 
in  spite  of  endless  trouble,  countless  notes, 
complicated  arrangements  of  all  kinds,  and  a 
new  dress  from  Paris,  composed  for  the 
occasion,  saw  her  own  especial  admirer,  the 
captive  of  her   bow   and   spear,   fly   ofi"  at  a 
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tangent  on  the  first  opportunity.  Lady 
Pandora,  wlio  had  taken  advantage  of  her 
friend's  permission  to  bring,  with  half-a-dozen 
other  followers,  Lord  Fitzowen  for  her  par- 
ticular benefit,  chafed  to  find  that  volatile  noble- 
man out-of-sorts,  out-of-spirits,  and,  to  use  her 
own  words,  ''just  as  dull  as  anybody  else  !  " 

Fitz  himself,  having  come  on  the  off-chance 
of  being  amused,  tried  tight-w^aist  only  to  find 
her  wanting,  flitted  like  a  butterfly  from  flower 
to  flower  without  settling  on  any  one  specimen, 
and,  finally,  when  the  others  began  to  explore 
the  maze  in  pairs,  sauntered  off  to  smoke  by 
himself,  revolving  in  his  own  mind  whether 
or  not  the  whole  system  of  modern  society 
was  a  mistake,  and  women  rather  a  bore 
after  all ! 

It  may  be  doubted  if  Nelly,  sitting, 
unconscious,  with  her  back  to  a  grand  old 
tree,  scarce  a  bow-shot  off,  did  not  really  enjoy 
the  hush  and  quiet  of  a  summer's  evening  in 
these  beautiful  gardens  more  than  any  of 
them.     The   trim  lawns,  the  luxuriant  roses, 
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drooping,    but    not    overblown,   tbe    scented 
pinks,  never  so  sweet  as  at  sun- down,  the  red- 
brick wall,  the  dark  clear-cut  cypresses,  and, 
beyond  all,  the  wealth  of  grass,  foliage,  and 
forest  trees,  shutting  her,  as  it  were,  into  a 
June  paradise,  seemed  so  delightful  a  contrast 
to   Corner   Street   and  the  Strand !     As   her 
eyes  wandered  from  the  pure  blue  sky  above, 
laced  with  its  streaks  of  white,  to  the  daisies, 
drowsily  closing  their  cups  at  her  feet,  she  felt 
such  thoughts  risinof  from  heart  to  brain  as 
lips  can  never  clothe  in  language — indefinite 
longings,  vague  aspirations,  a  thousand  gentle 
wandering  fancies,  too  high  for  words,  "too 
deep  for   tears,"   and  realised,  perhaps,  with 
wistful     consciousness,    the    paradox    of    the 
French    sentimentalist,   that    solitude,   to    be 
enjoyed,   must    be    shared    with    another    to 
whom  one  can  say,  "  How  sweet  is  solitude  !  " 
Such   a  companion   was  nearer   than  she 
supposed,   and,   dreamily  as  she  sat  there,  a 
crisis  was    impending    on    which    her    whole  " 
future  life  should  turn. 
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There  came  a  whiff  of  tobacco,  a  light  step 
on  the  turf,  an  exclamation  of  surprise,  and 
the  next  moment  Lord  Fitzowen  stood  before 
her,  his  cheek  flushed,  his  eyes  sparkling,  his 
face  radiant  with  delight. 

Nelly,  on  the  contrary,  turned  paler  than 
ever,  rose,  as  if  to  walk  away,  and  sank 
helplessly  back  to  her  seat,  because  limbs  and 
courage  failed  her  in  a  breath. 

He  dashed  the  cigar  from  his  lips — a 
contraband  article,  forbidden  to  be  consumed 
in  these  royal  precincts — while  with  a  homage, 
the  more  flattering  that  it  seemed  wholly 
involuntary,  he  took  his  hat  off  as  if  in  the 
presence  of  his  queen. 

Neither  spoke,  and  one  hated  herself  for 
the  blush  that  she  felt  would  not  be  kept 
down. 

"  Mrs.  Eoy  !  "  he  stammered,  too  much  in 
earnest  to  be  conscious  of  the  ludicrous. 
"You  here  of  all  people  in  the  world?  I 
thought  I  was  never  to  set  eyes  on  you 
again ! " 
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"  I  came  with  my  aunt,"  answered  Nelly, 
trying  to  regain  composure.  "  I  expect  lier 
back  every  minute.  I  am  only  waiting  here 
till  she  returns." 

To  his  ear  her  voice  sounded  cold,  formal, 
constrained ;  to  her  own  it  seemed  as  if  some- 
body else  was  speaking,  mechanically,  and  a 
long  way  off. 

His  lordship,  glancing  from  right  to  left, 
and  observing  no  tokens  of  "  my  aunt,"  took 
courage  to  proceed. 

"  I  have  never  called  for  weeks,  Mrs.  Eoy. 
I  have  kept  away,  though — though  I  was 
anxious  about  you,  and  most  unhappy.  I 
would  not  even  send  any  more  flowers,  because 
you  seemed  not  to  like  it." 

"  You  were  right ;  I  did  not  like  it." 

"  But  why  ?  Surely  people  may  be  friends. 
When  you  were  at  the  Grange  I  might  ride 
over  three  times  a  week,  and  you  always 
looked  glad  to  see  me  then." 

"  That  was  different." 

"  Of    course   it  was  —  very   different.      I 


FAR  ABOVE  RUBIES.  247 

suppose  you  tolerated  me  in  compliance  witli 
the  laws  of  hospitality.  Now  that  you  can  do 
as  you  please,  you  shut  the  door  in  my  face." 

"  Oh  !  no— no  !  " 

"  It  looks  like  it.  I  am  sure  you  are 
unhappy.  That  is  what  makes  me  miserable. 
I  hear  you  spoken  of  unkindly,  and  I  have  not 
even  the  right  to  stand  up  for  you.  I  feel 
that  I  could  be  a  help,  a  comfort — to  a  certain 
extent  a  defence — and  you  refuse  to  let  me  see 
your  face,  as  if  I  were  your  bitterest  enemy — 
I,  who  would  give  my  life  willingly  to  spare 
you  an  hour  of  pain !  It  seems  so  hard,  so 
cruel,  so  unjust ! " 

The  tears  were  in  her  eyes.  "  Don't  say 
that,  Lord  Fitzowen;  don't  say  that — you 
make  me  wretched  too  ! " 

"  Then  I  won't !  No  word  or  deed  of  mine 
shall  add  an  ounce  to  your  burden.  I  only 
wish  to  share  it.  We  could  carry  it  so  much 
easier  between  us.  Mrs.  Eoy  (how  much 
longer  must  I  caU  you  by  that  hateful  name  ?) 
we   have  met   here  by   the   merest   accident. 
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It's  a  thousand  to  one  against  such  a  chance 
occurring  again — will  you  not  listen  for  five 
minutes  ?  I  am  like  a  man  pleading  for  his 
life !  " 

She  could  not  but .  pity  him.  He  seemed 
so  tender,  so  considerate,  so  respectful,  and 
withal  so  very  sad.  "  It  will  break  his  heart, 
poor  fellow  !  "  thought  Nelly,  "  but  I  suppose 
I  shall  have  to  tell  him  the  truth.  How  I 
wish  Auntie  would  come,  or  Mr.  Brail !  " 

The  latter  was  nearer  than  she  thought, 
and  somebody  else  too,  who  had  arrived  at  this 
opportune  moment  to  hear  a  declaration  of 
love  made  to  his  own  wife. 

John  Roy's  assistance  had  been  of  the 
utmost  service  in  helping  our  friend  the 
lieutenant  to  pacify  his  drunken  messmate. 
Able-bodied  men  and  sober,  partly  by  moral 
persuasion,  partly  by  exercise  of  physical 
strength,  these  two  got  their  charge  housed 
in  the  inn,  where  they  dosed  him  with  soda- 
water,  and  induced  him  to  lie  down  on  a  black 
horsehair  sofa,  the  more  readily  that  above  it 
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hung  a  picture  of  an  old-fashioned  three-decker 
under  press  of  sail.  When  fairly  asleep,  Brail 
locked  the  door  and  put  the  key  in  his  pocket, 
observing  calmly,  that  the  window  was  too 
high  for  their  prisoner  to  jump  out,  while  if 
he  should  attempt  it,  and  break  his  neck,  there 
would  be  no  great  loss  !  Returning  from  their 
joint  exploit,  a  happy  thought  struck  the 
lieutenant,  that  this  w^as  the  moment  to  brinof 
about  an  interview  between  his  friend  and  the 
wife  he  had  so  misjudged ;  that  by  his 
intervention  a  reconciliation  might  take  place 
here,  this  very  afternoon,  for  the  clearing  up 
of  all  misunderstanding  and  to  the  complete 
satisfaction  of  both.  It  speaks  well  for  the 
sailor's  unselfishness,  and  manly  sense  of  right, 
that  he  should  have  postponed  to  such  an 
immediate  duty  his  intention  of  seeking 
Miss  Bruce,  to  hold  her  hand  in  his,  if  only 
for  half  a  minute,  and  entreat  her  not  to 
judge  him  too  harshly  by  what  she  had  seen. 

"  Let  us  take  a  turn  up  and  dowm,  to  cool 
ourselves,"  suggested  this  diplomatist,  wiping 
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his  brown  face ;  '*  that  fellow  is  as  strong  as  a 
bull !  A  round  or  two  more  would  have  given 
me  a  wet  shirt." 

"With  all  my  heart,"  assented  Eoy,  who 
rather  enjoyed  the  tussle.  "  I  suppose  they 
wouldn't  stand  one's  smoking  a  cigar  here  ?  " 

"I  suppose  not,"  answered  the  other. 
"  You  see,  to  a  certain  extent,  it's  her 
Majesty's  quarter-deck.  You  don't  want  to 
go  cruising  after  your  party,  for  ten  minutes 
or  so  : 

"  Not  I !  they're  all  over  the  place  by 
now,  and  I  don't  much  care  if  I  never  see 
them  again.  I  should  have  kept  away  if  I 
had  known  of  one  or  two  that  are  here." 

"  One  or  two  "  meant  really  "  one,"  viz. — 
Lord  Fitzowen,  brought  by  Lady  Pandora  at 
the  last  moment,  much  against  his  will. 

"  There  seems  to  be  a  w^hole  fleet  of 
muslin,"  continued  the  sailor,  "and  some 
very  pretty  girls  amongst  them.  I  tldnk  I 
saw  Miss  Bruce." 

"  Of  course   you   did !     The   pick  of  the 
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basket,  too,  in  my  opinion.  Except  one, 
perhaps,  a  girl  with  a  tight  waist." 

"  A  tight  waist,"  repeated  the  other, 
musingly,  for  he  was  thinking  of  his  coujp  de 
theatre,  and  wondering  how  far  Mrs.  John 
could  have  wandered  by  herself.  "  Ah  !  wants 
taking  out  of  stays,  very  likely.  Lively 
enough  too,  I  dare  say,  and  as  trim  as  a 
Sunday  in  port.  What  are  they  all  up  to 
now?" 

"What  are  women  always  up  to?  Fool- 
catching,  fool-matching,  and  fool-hatching — 
that  seems  about  the  sum-total  of  a  lady's  life. 
They're  at  the  catching  by  this  time,  romping 
and  laughing  in  the  maze." 

Brail  winced.  In  his  mind's  eye  he  beheld 
some  audacious  buccaneer  steering  his  adored 
craft  through  those  intricate  channels,  guiding 
her  steps,  pressing  her  hand,  whispering  in 
her  ear,  looking  under  her  bonnet,  perhaps. 
No,  hang  him !  he  wouldn't  think  of  it  any 
more  ! 

"  Have    you    ever   explored   the   maze  ? " 
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asked  the  sailor,  peering  about  on  all  sides, 
in  search  of  the  lady  he  required.  "  They  tell 
me  it's  a  safe  berth  enough,  but  once  in,  you 
can't  get  out  again  !  " 

''Like  marriage,"  replied  the  other,  cynic- 
ally. "  We  do  lose  our  way  while  we're 
looking  for  it,  and  make  fools  of  ourselves  in 
order  to  be  satisfied  there  is  nothing  to  find 
out ! " 

"  Marriages  might  be  happy  enough," 
answered  Brail,  "if  people  only  put  more 
confidence  in  each  other.  A  frank  word  or 
two  would  clear  up  most  misunderstandings. 
We've  a  saying  in  the  Service,  that  it  is  well 
to  let  the  ship  steer  herself,  and  a  man  ought 
to  trust  his  wife  when  she  is  out  of  sight,  just 
the  same  as  if " 

"  The  scoundrel !  "  exclaimed  Eoy,  choking 
in  ungovernable  anger,  and  discharging  an 
oath  he  ought  to  have  been  ashamed  of.  "  I'll 
have  it  out  with  him  now  once  for  all !  How 
lucky  I  brought  a  stick  with  me  instead  of  an 
umbrella ! " 
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But  tlie  sailor's  grasp  was  on  his  arm  like  a 
vice,  pinning  him  to  the  spot.  "  Hold  on  !  " 
he  whispered.  "Keep  steady,  only  for  two 
minutes,  and  when  you  want  me,  I'll  stand 
by  you  through  thick  and  thin  ! '' 

They  were  not  six  yards  from  the  tree 
under  which  Nelly  had  taken  her  seat. 
Behind  its  mighty  girth  they  heard  the  well- 
known  voice  of  Lord  Fitzowen  pleading  with 
fervour  and  devotion  worthy  of  a  better 
cause. 

"Don^t  hate  me,  Mrs.  Eoy,"  urged  the 
impassioned  speaker.  ''Don't  say  that  I  am 
wicked,  unprincipled,  and  taking  advantage  of 
your  unhappy  position.  I  have  anticipated  all 
that.  I  have  thought  it  over  till  it  has  nearly 
driv^en  me  mad  !  Try  and  look  at  the  matter 
from  my  point  of  view.  Put  yourself  in  my 
place,  and  say  whether  one  can  risk  too  much, 
when  the  whole  happiness  of  life  is  at  stake. 
Nobody  ever  cared  for  you  as  I  have,  from  the 
day  I  first  took  you  in  to  dinner  at  the 
Grange,  when  you  seemed  as  much  out  of  my 
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reach  as  an  angel  in  heaven.  Do  you 
remember  ?  " 

John  Roy  held  his  breath  to  catch  her 
answer.  It  never  came ;  but  his  wife  must 
have  betrayed  some  token  of  pity  or  assent, 
that  encouraged  her  admirer  to  proceed  swim- 
mingly with  his  suit. 

"It  is  different  now.  I  cannot  bear  to 
speak  of  such  things  ;  but  you  ought  to  know 
that  even  the  laws  of  man  are  about  to  set 
you  free.  Mr.  Eoy  is  every  day  occupied  in 
procuring  his  divorce. '^ 

"  How  can  he  ?  "  murmured  Nelly.  ''  How 
can  he  ?     If  he  only  knew  ! " 

Lord  Fitzowen,  looking  in  her  face,  believed 
that  her  eyes  were  dry,  but  the  listeners  were 
not  so  deceived,  for  they  heard  the  tears  in  her 
voice. 

"  When  freedom  comes,"  answered  Fitz, 
with  an  idea  that  he  was  winning,  "  why  are 
you  not  to  avail  yourself  of  it  ?  I  would  have 
waited  patiently  for  that  happy  time,  and 
never  spoken  a  word,  had  we  not  met  here 
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to-day.  Can  you  wonder  that  I,  too,  lose  tny 
head  now  ?  Think  what  it  is  to  be  near  you 
again,  to  see  the  dear  face,  paler,  sadder,  but 
more  beautiful,  more  lovable  than  ever.  Oh  1 
Mrs.  Eoy,  have  pity  on  me.  Ill  wait  a 
hundred  years,  only  give  me  a  hope  that  at 
some  future  time  you  will  be  mine." 

"Your  wife?" 

"  My  wife  1" 

"  Lord  Fitzowen,  are  you  in  earnest  ?  " 

One  of  the  listeners  bounced  forward.  But 
for  that  grasp  on  his  arm  he  would  have  spoilt 
it  all. 

"  As  I  hope  for  heaven,"  answered  his 
lordship,  who  did  not  seem  to  take  in  that  he 
was  wandering  far  out  of  the  straight  path. 

"  And  you  would  marry  a  divorced  woman? 
would  give  your  name  to  one  whose  own  had 
been  dragged  through  the  dirt,  and  take  to 
your  home  a  wretch  your  family  w^ould  be 
ashamed  to  own  ?  " 

"  Eeadily  !  gladly  !  thankfully  !  I  love 
you,  and  that  is  enough ! " 
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"I  think  you  do," she  returned,  gently,  and 
sadly.  "  Therefore  you  deserve  that  I  should 
tell  you  the  truth.  Now,  listen  to  me,  Lord 
Pitzowen.  Even  if  I  had  never  known  him,  if 
I  had  seen  you  first,  you  must  not  be  too  sure 
that  I  should  have  cared  for  you.  Many 
women — most  women — might,  and  hereafter 
you  will  find  somebody  who  will  make  you  far 
happier  than  you  would  ever  have  been  with 
me.  That  is  not  the  question.  There  are  such 
things  to  consider  as  right  and  wrong.  I  hope 
to  get  to  that  heaven  of  which  you  speak  so 
lightly,  and  I  hope  you  will  get  there  too. 
How  could  I  kneel  down  and  say  my  prayers 
at  night  after  committing  so  grievous  a  sin  as 
to  promise  you  the  afi'ection  I  swore  to  cherish 
until  death  for  another?  I  know  nothing  of 
the  laws  of  men.  Lord  Fitzowen,  but  I  try  to 
obey  the  laws  of  God.  You  and  I  must  meet 
no  more.  I  mean  what  I  say — not  because 
the  good  would  shun,  and  the  bad  laugh  at  us, 
not  even  because  I  cannot  feel  for  you  as  you 
seem  to  wish,  nor  because  our  friendship  is  an 


FAR  ABOVE  RUBIES.  257 

imprudence  and  an  impossibility,  but  simply 
because  it  is  a  sin." 

Then  she  rose  and  walked  round  the  tree, 
to  find  herself  face  to  face  with  her  husband, 
who  had  heard  every  word  ! 

One  moment  she  seemed  rooted  to  the  spot, 
her  sweet  face  quivering  as  if  she  must  burst 
into  a  passion  of  tears, — the  next,  with  a  c[uiet 
dignity  that  could  not  have  been  outdone  by 
the  noblest  lady  in  the  land,  she  placed  her 
arm  in  the  sailor's,  and  walked  him  ofi*  towards 
the  Palace,  observing  gently,  "  I  am  so  glad  to 
have  found  you,  Mr.  Brail.  Take  me  back  to 
AuntiO',  and  take  me  home.'^ 

The  situation  was  almost  grotesque. 
Husband  and  lover  stood  confronting  each 
other,  speechless  and  aghast.  The  latter  spoke 
first — 

"  I  am  foully  in  the  wrong,"  said  he,  ''  and 
I   don't   know  what  reparation    I    can   niake. 

But  this  I  do  know,  Mr.  Eoy.     By your 

wife  is  the  best  woman  that  ever  walked  on 
earth ! " 

VOL.  II.  S 
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Then  raising  his  hat,  with  a  courtesy  that 
had  in  it  something  of  defiance,  he  stalked 
gravely  away  in  one  direction,  while  John  Eoy, 
not  knowing  exactly  what  to  do,  took  himself 
off  in  another. 

Let  us  hope  that  tight-waist,  her  captives 
and  rivals,  enjoyed  their  Eichmond  dinner. 
Some  of  the  older  guests  assuredly  did  not. 
Lord  Fitzowen  was  absent  in  body — Lady 
Pandora  in  mind.  Mr.  Eoy,  grave  and 
preoccupied,  never  spoke  a  word  during  the 
whole  entertainment ;  and  Lady  Jane,  with  a 
fixed  red  spot  on  either  cheek,  unusually 
stately,  and  laboriously  polite,  was  obviously 
as  cross  as  two  sticks. 
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POST-DATED. 

Brail  slept  longer  than  usual  after  tlie  day's 
work  recorded  in  our  last  chapter.  Handing 
his  two  ladies  into  another  compartment,  he 
returned  to  London  by  the  same  train,  in 
charjxe  of  his  drunken  mess-mate,  whom  he 
saw  safe  home  to  his  lodgings,  where  he  helped 
to  put  him  to  bed.  He  had  not  yet  "  turned 
out,"  as  he  called  it,  when  a  laconic  note 
arrived  from  John  Roy  to  the  following  effect. 

''Dear  Brail, —  You  are  the  best  of 
friends !  Come  and  see  me  here  as  soon  as 
possible.  You  will  understand  why  I  do  not 
go  to  you. 

"  Gratefully  yours, 

"J.  R." 
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In  a  very  sliort  space  of  time  the  ready 
sailor  was  at  his  correspondent's  door,  fresh, 
clean-shaved,  and  well-dressed,  as  if  he  had 
devoted  hours  instead  of  minutes  to  his  careful 
toilet. 

Eoy,  who  was  drinking  tea,  jumped  up  and 
grasped  him  by  the  hand.  Then  the  two 
looked  sheepish  and  awkward,  as  only 
Englishmen  can,  each  waiting  for  the  other 
to  begin. 

"  Have  some  breakfast  ?  "  asked  the  host. 

''  Thanks,"  answered  the  guest,  sitting 
down. 

Not  a  word  for  nearly  five  minutes,  only  a 
great  clatter  of  plates,  and  munching  of  dry 
toast. 

Presently  Eoy  looked  up.  "  That  was 
touch-and-go,  yesterday,"  said  he.  "I  should 
have  put  my  foot  in  it,  if  it  hadn  t  been  for 
you.'' 

"  I  think  you  just  would  I '^ 

More  munching,  and  another  application  to 
the  teapot,  a  box  of  cigarettes  pushed  across 
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the  table,  a  light  struck,  and  at  last  they 
found  their  tongues,  conversation  proceeding 
smoothly  under  the  influence  of  tobacco,  like 
machinery  that  has  been  oiled. 

"  I  wanted  very  much  to  speak  to  you,  this 
morning." 

''  I  knew  you  w^ould.     That's  why  I  came." 

"After  what  w^e  heard  yesterday,  I  begin 
to  think  I  am  in  the  wrong." 

''  You  have  been  in  the  wrong  all  through." 

"  Thanks  !  I  hate  a  fellow  not  to  say  what 
he  means.  If  you  must  have  your  leg  off,  it's 
no  use  the  sawbones  pretending  it  w^on't  hurt. 
Now  I  want  to  show  you  something  that  will 
prove  I  am  not  such  a  brute  as  you  think." 

"  I  should  like  to  be  satisfied  of  that.  Fire 
away ! " 

Roy  walked  to  his  writing-table,  unlocked 
a  drawer,  and  drew  from  it  the  letter  to  Lord 
Fitzowen  which  had  caused  him  so  much 
bitterness.  "  Read,"  said  he,  placing  it  in  the 
sailor's  hands.  "  I  would  give  ten  years  of  my 
life  to   find   any  excuse,   any  palliation,  any 
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crevice  of  escape  from  the  conclusion  I  am 
forced  to  draw." 

Brail  read  it  attentively  more  than  once, 
and  his  face  fell  with  every  line.  At  the  end 
of  his  last  perusal,  it  expressed  no  less 
astonishment  than  concern. 

"How  did  this  fall  into  your  hands ?'^  he 
asked,  after  a  long  pause  of  consideration. 

"My  housekeeper  brought  it  me  the  last 
time  I  went  down  to  Eoyston  Grange.  She 
found  it  hidden  away,  and  no  doubt  forgotten, 
in  Mrs.  Eoy's  jewel-case." 

"Your  housekeeper?  Has  she  been  with 
you  long  ?  " 

"  Years.  Before  I  married  she  was  almost 
mistress  of  the  place.  Ordered  everything,  paid 
for  everything,  and  kept  the  whole  establish- 
ment going.     I  could  trust  her  like  myself." 

Again  the  sailor  pondered.  "It  must  have 
been  rather  a  come-down,'*  said  he,  "when 
Mrs.  Roy  took  the  command  over  her  head,  or 
did  she  still  continue  to  serve  out  the  stores 
and  all  that  ?  " 
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"  No.  Mrs.  Eoy  was  an  excellent  manager, 
and  looked  to  everything  herself." 

"Did  she  turn  discontented  under  fresh 
regulations?  I  don't  mean  mutinous,  but 
slack  with  the  duty,  and  disres^^ectful  to  her 
new  mistress  ?  " 

"Not  exactly.  But  she  certainly  seemed 
to  dislike  her." 

Again  Brail  went  over  the  letter,  apparently 
more  puzzled  than  before. 

''  Are  you  satisfied  this  is  your  wife's 
handwriting  ?  " 

"  I  can  swear  to  it !  Besides,  there's  the 
very  monogram  we  devised  together  not  a 
week  before  she  went  away.  How  can  women 
be  so  false !  She  seemed  fond  enough  of  me 
then." 

"  Only  a  week  before  ?  They  must  have 
been  very  quick  with  the  die.  Who  engraved 
it?" 

"Pattern  and  Press,  in  Oxford  Street. 
I've  employed  them  ever  since  I  was  a  boy." 

"  Did  you  write  to  them  with  the  order  ?  " 
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"No.  But  she  did.  I  posted  the  letter 
myself." 

"  Do  you  remember  when  ?  " 

"  On  the  nineteenth  of  March.  I  am 
certain  of  the  date,  because  we  were  stopped 
hunting  by  frost." 

"  And  when  did  your  wife  leave  Royston 
Grange  for  good  ?  " 

"  On  the  twenty-seventh." 

"Mr.  Roy,  I  think  I  see  daylight.  Will 
you  put  on  your  shore-going  togs,  and  come  in 
a  cab  with  me  ?  " 

The  "  shore-going  togs "  were  speedily 
assumed,  and  our  energetic  lieutenant,  hurry- 
ing his  friend  into  a  hansom,  desired  its  driver 
to  make  all  sail  for  Oxford  Street,  and  bring 
up  at  the  well-known  firm  of  Pattern  and  Press. 

Pulling  John  Roy  after  him,  he  strode 
hastily  into  the  back-shop,  and  requested  to 
see  Mr.  Press. 

A  smiling  person,  who  made  as  if  he  were 
washing  his  hands,  "  regretted  Mr.  Press  had 
that  moment  stepped  out." 
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"  Mr.  Pattern  then  ?  " 

The  smiling  person,  not  without  bowing 
an  apology  for  his  own  existence,  intimated 
that  he  was  Mr.  Pattern.  ''What  could  he 
do  for  the  gentlemen  in  the  absence  of  his 
partner  ? " 

"  Do  you  know  who  this  is  ? "  asked 
Brail. 

''Mr.  Roy,  I  believe,"  was  the  deferential 
answer.  "  Excuse  me  if  I  am  mistaken.  My 
sight  is  not  so  good  as  it  used  to  be." 

"  Has  he  paid  his  account  ?  " 

"  I  believe  not.  I  hope  not.  Most  unusual 
to  send  it  in  before  Christmas.  Sorry  to 
trouble  Mr.  Koy  with  any  account,  however 
long  standing.     One  of  our  oldest  customerg." 

"  Never  mind  that !  Can  you  let  us  have 
it  now  ? " 

"Certainly — certainly.  Our  book-keeper 
shall  make  it  out  in  five  minutes.  Will  the 
gentlemen  take  chairs  and  wait  ? " 

"  What  are  you  driving  at  ? "  whispered 
Roy.     "In  the  first  place  I  have  only  a  few 
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shillings  in  my  pocket.  How  can  I  pay  the 
bill  wlien  they  bring  it  me  ?  " 

''Easy!"  answered  the  other — while  Mr. 
Pattern,  regarding  the  speaker  in  mute 
astonishment,  proffered  the  wished-for  docu- 
ment, which  Brail  possessed  himself  of  at  once, 
and  slapped  down  with  exceeding  energy  on 
the  counter,  exclaiming  : — "I  w^as  sure  of  it ! 
Lower  away  now,  my  hearty  !  We're  winning 
hand-over-hand.  It's  as  plain  as  a  pikestaff! 
No  man  alive  can  dispute  such  a  fact  as  this, 
regularly  entered  on  the  ship's  log  1  See  here  : 
March  the  28th.  To  six  quires  of  letter-paper, 
cream -laid,  with  new  monogram  and  envelopes 
to  match,  l%s.  6^/.— March  the  28th.  Do  you 
observe  the  date  ?  Mr.  Pattern,  can  you  verify 
this  entry  of  yours  ?  When  was  the  packet  of 
letter-paper  posted  ? " 

"On  the  28th,  sir.  Here  it  is  in  the 
day-book.  Addressed  —  Mrs.  Eoy.  Eoyston 
Grange." 

"  That's  enough.  There's  something  below 
the  w^ater-line,  here,  that  must  and  shall  see 
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light.  It's  lucky  we  thought  of  overhauling 
that  big  book.  Mr.  Roy,  the  sooner  you  and  I 
clear  out  of  this  the  better  !  " 

In  the  street  Brail  could  express  himself 
with  greater  freedom.  "Don't  you  see,"  he 
continued,  **  that  letter  carries  forgery  on  the 
face  of  it.  Mrs.  Roy  left  the  Grange  on  the 
27th.  This  paper  with  the  new  monogram 
was  never  delivered  there  till  the  28th. 
Somebody  has  tried  to  ruin  her  by  imitating 
her  handwriting,  and  I  have  my  own  suspicions 
who  that  somebody  is.  Let  us  hail  another 
cab,  and  drive  to  your  lawyer  s." 

Roy  suffered  himself  to  be  led  like  a  child 
by  his  energetic  friend.  "  I  am  in  your  hands,'' 
said  he  ;  *'  do  with  me  what  you  like." 

Mr.  Sharpe,  who  seemed  much  less  of  a 
"land-shark"  than  Brail  expected,  and  was 
indeed  an  honourable,  right-thinking  gentle- 
man, coincided  with  the  sailor  in  his  opinion 
that  Mr.  Roy  should  proceed  home  at  once, 
there  to  leave  no  stone  unturned  till  he  had 
discovered  the  author  of  this  foul  conspiracy. 
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"  I'll  go  there,  too,  and  see  him  through  it," 
added  the  sailor,  with  characteristic  decision. 
'*  Will  you  lend  us  a  purser  s-mate,  or  a  clerk, 
or  an  idler  of  some  kind,  to  overhaul  the 
accounts  ?  It  might  be  a  great  help ;  for  if 
we  have  to  hold  a  Court  of  Inquiry,  there  mil 
be  some  hard  swearing,  I  fancy,  all  round !  " 

"  I  don't  know  what  a  purser' s-mate  is," 
answered  the  lawyer,  laughing,  "  and  we  have 
no  idlers  in  our  service,  but  you  shall  take  one 
of  my  clerks,  and  welcome.  He  can  go  down 
by  the  next  train." 

So  at  six  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  Mrs. 
Mopus,  sitting  comfortably  over  her  tea,  was 
startled  by  a  ring  at  the  hall-door,  and  the 
appearance  of  her  master,  with  two  strange 
gentlemen,  standing  on  the  steps. 

"  It's  lucky  I  had  my  little  card  party 
yesterday ! "  she  thought,  reflecting  how 
awkward  it  would  have  been  to  conceal,  or 
get  rid  of,  certain  guests  who  occasionally 
refreshed  themselves  by  her  invitation  at 
Mr.   Eoy's   expense.     "  What  can  they  want, 
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comino'  unbeknownst  like  this  ?  Three  of 
them,  and  nothinof  in  the  house  but  a  cold 
cherry-tart  and  a  spare  rib  of  pork  1 " 

She  was  soon  to  be  undeceived  as  to  their 
motives.  In  vain  she  dressed  her  countenance 
in  smiles,  affecting  extreme  cordiality  of  welcome 
for  her  master,  and  concern  for  the  comfortable 
lodging  of  his  friends.  John  Eoy's  face  was 
dark  and  inscrutable,  his  words  brief,  his  bearing 
stern.  She  had  never  seen  him  like  this  but 
once,  when  he  discharged  a  butler  at  an  hour's 
.  notice  who  had  been  robbing  him  with  impunity 
for  six  or  seven  years. 

"We  do  not  intend  to  sleep  here,  Mrs. 
Mopus,"  said  he,  "  I  have  only  come  down  to 
settle  your  accounts.  Be  good  enough  to  bring 
the  books  into  my  library  at  once." 

Her  face  changed  from  drab  to  grey. 

"  They're  not  made  up,  sir,"  she  answered, 
dropping  a  curtsy  on  trembling  knees.  "  It's  too 
much  trouble  to  ask  you  to  wait — I  have  plenty 
of  money  to  go  on  with.  I  could  send  them  up 
to  town,  Mr.  Roy,  in  the  course  of  to-morrow." 
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He  only  answered  *'  I  want  to  see  them 
now/'  and  there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to 
bring  them  in  as  they  were,  and  stand  the  shot. 

The  lawyer's  clerk,  more  at  home  with 
figures  than  either  of  the  others,  and  acknow- 
ledged by  Brail  to  be  "  a  very  smart  fellow," 
saw  through  it  all  at  a  glance.  Overcharges, 
false  entries,  a  general  cooking  of  balances  at 
the  foot  of  each  page,  and  Elinor  Roy's  name 
signed  in  full  to  verify  certain  columns  that 
w^ould  have  thrilled  her  house -wifely  soul  with 
indignation  and  dismay. 

*'  This  old  catamaran  must  be  disrated  at 
once,"  said  Brail,  ''and  she  ought  to  be  put  in 
irons  before  sundown.  But  if  we  can  get  her 
to  confess  the  truth,  it's  worth  all  the  money. 
I  should  pay  her  off,  and  cut  her  adrift  without 
another  word." 

Mrs.  Mopus,  subsequently  explaining 
matters  in  her  own  circle,  asked,  "What 
was  a  poor  woman  to  do  with  three  great 
strong  fellows  brow-beating  and  bully-ragging 
of  her,  and  taking  down  of  all  she  said  in  pen 
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and  ink,  as  if  they  was  judge  and  jury,  and 
what-not  ?  She  was  that  upset  and  put  about 
she  couldn't  have  told  you  whether  she  stood 
on  her  head  or  her  heels,  and  confessed  to 
every  think  in  course.  But  as  to  the  questions 
these  wicked  men  asked,  and  how  she  answered 
them,  she  couldn't  call  to  mind  now  no  more 
than  the  dead  ! " 

Brail's  account,  for  the  satisfaction  of  a 
young  lady  who  afterwards  cross-examined 
him  pretty  shar^jly  on  that  and  other  matters, 
told  a  very  diflPerent  story. 

"  She  fell  on  her  knees,  Miss  Bruce,"  said 
he,  "  and  implored  mercy  from  us  all.  Parti- 
cularly the  lawyer's  clerk,  whom  I  think  she 
took  for  Jack  Ketch,  under  a  foreii^n  fla^j. 
Then  she  acknowledged  to  having  purloined 
the  stores,  falsified  the  accounts,  and  generally 
robbed  her  employer  through  thick  and  thin. 
Lastly,  she  would  not  deny  that  she  had 
practised  copying  Mrs.  Roy's  hand- writing  till 
she  became  so  smart  at  it  as  to  forge  that 
letter  to  Lord  Fitzowen,  which  so  nearly  blew 
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all  hands  into  the  air.  She  did  it  because  she 
hated  her,  and  she  hated  her  because  she 
thought  her  mistress  would  never  make  a  good 
wife  to  Mr.  Eoy.  It  was  all  done  for  her 
master's  sake,  even  the  false  entries  in  the 
chandler's  book !  She  was  firmly  attached  to 
him,  had  been  so  from  the  first — a  devoted 
servant  and  a  faithful  friend.  Though  he 
drove  her  out  of  doors  at  the  end  of  ten 
years,  without  a  roof  to  cover  her,  she  would 
always  pray  for  his  welfare,  and  if  he  would 
only  spare  her  now  this  once,  he  might  some 
day  find  out  she  had  neither  been  so  ungrate- 
ful, nor  so  unprincipled,  as  he  supposed  ! " 

"Was  Mr.  Eoy  satisfied?"  asked  the 
young  lady,  receiving  this  report  With  much 
condescension. 

''Mr.  Eoy  teas  satisfied;  and,  I  fancy,  is 
more  attached  to  his  wife  than  ever.  He  told 
me  so,  coming  back  by  the  train.  He  confessed, 
too,  that  he  had  behaved  like  a  brute,  and  I 
agreed  with  him.  But  he  is  not  in  smooth 
water  yet.     From  what  he  let  out,  I  believe 


POST-DATED.  273 

he  is  under  a  solemn  promise  to  another  lady, 
and  is  fighting  with  a  rope  round  his  neck. 
It's  a  very  awkward  business,  but  it  serves 
him  rio^ht !  A  man  should  stick  to  his  colours 
like  a  man,  and  go  down  with  them  flying, 
when  he  can't  float  any  longer  ! " 

"  You  would  !  " 

"  If  somebody  only  made  signals,  wouldn't 
I !  I  would  run  up  my  ensign  sooner  than 
she  thinks.     I — " 

"  But  you  haven't  finished  about  Mr.  Roy." 

"  There's  not  much  more  to  tell.  He  knows 
he  is  in  a  mess,  and  he  asked  me  how  he  was 
to  get  out  of  it." 

"  What  did  you  advise  ?  " 

"  He  had  better  slip  his  cables,  I  told  him. 
*  You're  in  bad  anchorage,'  I  said,  '  and  under 
the  enemy's  guns.  The  only  chance  for  you,  is 
to  cut  and  run.' " 


VOL.  II. 


CHAPTER  XYITI. 

willow!    willow! 

A  WOMAN  cannot  be  a  dove,  and  all  dove. 
There  is  necessarily  something  of  a  serpent's 
wisdom  in  the  very  sweetest  of  the  sex,  and 
just  enough  ferocity  to  turn  and  sting  his  heel 
who  grinds  her  to  the  dust.  Only  the  accident 
of  a  wind  off  shore,  I  imagine,  preserved  Eneas 
from  a  most  unpleasant  quarter  of  an  hour 
with  his  deserted  Dido ;  and  I  have  no  doubt 
the  flame  of  anger  burned  itself  out,  unslaked, 
in  that  ill-used  lady's  heart  before  she  gave 
way  to  utter  depression  and  despair.  Wrath 
is  an  excellent  styptic ;  it  saves  many  a  victim 
from  bleeding  to  death,  at  the  first  intention. 
Hereafter,  when  immediate  danger  is  past,  her 
wounds  must  have  their  course — the  dull,  dead 
pain,  the  intermittent  throb,  the  accustomed 
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ache,  the  smart  that  tingles  while  it  heals. 
Then  the  salve,  the  cure,  renewed  health, 
strength,  vitality,  and  a  strong  inclination  to 
go  down  into  the  battle  once  more. 

Lady  Jane  slept  but  little  on  the  night 
after  her  Eichmond  dinner-party;  and  such 
broken  slumbers  as  she  did  achieve,  were 
unblest  by  oblivion  or  repose.  About  her 
was  the  foreboding  that  never  deceives — the 
shadow  of  coming  evil,  that  is  as  surely 
followed  by  its  substance  as  evening  by  night. 
I  have  known  trouble — who  has  not  ? — have 
seen  the  faithless  waters  smiling  smooth  and 
void,  fathom-high  above  my  precious  cargo 
that  was  floating  even  now  so  fair  and  so 
secure;  but  with  all  its  bitterness,  all  its 
despair,  the  apathy  of  bereavement  was  not 
half  so  painful  as  that  sickening  moment  when, 
owner  and  master  still,  I  became  conscious 
that  the  ship  was  going  down  under  my  very 
feet.  If  life,  as  certain  dreamers  tell  us, 
must  be  measured  by  sensations  rather  than 
results,  can  we  wonder  that  the  hearts  of  so 
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■muTij  are    withered   before    their   heads   turn 
grey  ! 

At  fiYQ  o'clock  A.M.  Lady  Jane,  tossing  and 
tumbling,  with  a  red  cheek  laid  on  a  round 
white  arm,  and  a  breadth  of  soft  brown  hair 
scattered  over  a  laced  pillow,  gave  herself  up 
to  despair ;  at  seven  there  came  a  reaction ;  at 
eight  a  relapse,  and  by  ten  minutes  past  she 
was  out  of  bed,  writing  a  note  to  be  taken 
round  at  once  to  Mr.  Eoy's  lodgings,  by  a 
footman  who  was  still  fast  asleep.  As  it  never 
reached  him  for  whom  it  was  intended,  no 
confidence,  perhaps,  is  outraged  by  quoting 
this  document  in  full,  observing,  en  passant, 
that  notwithstanding  the  lady's  agitation,  it 
was  written  in  a  beautifully  clear,  sloping 
hand,  nor  betrayed  the  least  sign  of  emotion, 
save  in  the  scoring  of  certain  adjectives  and 
other  forcible  expressions  underneath. 

"I  have  never  closed  an  eye.  What  is 
the  meaning  of  it  all  ?  What  has  happened  ? 
Why  is  one  to  be  outraged,  humiliated,  made 
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wretched  and  ridiculous  for  nothing?  What 
an  afternoon  !  What  a  dinner-party  !  and  oh  ! 
what  a  night !  I  had  rather  die  than  endure 
such  tortures  again.  Even  Lady  Pandora 
noticed  it,  and  wanted  to  know  if  I  suffered 
from  the  heat,  I  looked  so  ill?  I  did  suffer, 
but  not  from  heat.  Anything  but  that.  Ask 
yourself  if  you  were  not  more  than  cold, 
distant,  cruel,  j^ointedly  rude  and  unkind. 
Before  all  those  people,  too !  Even  that 
odious,  over-dressed,  tight-laced  girl,  observed 
it.  I  caught  her  simpering  and  ogling.  No 
doubt  she  understood  everything,  and  wanted 
you  for  herself.  If  you  go  on  like  this,  she  is 
welcome  to  you  for  all  I  care.  No.  I  don't 
mean  it.  But  I  am  writing  with  an  aching 
head,  and  oh !  such  a  sore,  sore  heart.  I 
wonder  whether  you  care.  I  could  understand 
it  if  I  had  done  anything  to  vex  you,  but  I 
hadn't.  I  never  do.  Why  are  you  not  equally 
considerate?  After  all  I  made  the  party  to 
please  you.  I  asked  every  one  of  the  people, 
even  that  horrid  detestable  girl,  that  I  thought 
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you  would  like  to  meet,  and  what  was  my 
reward?  You  never  said  a  kind  word  from 
first  to  last,  you  wouldn't  walk  with  me,  you 
wouldn't  talk  to  me,  you  wouldn't  even  look 
at  me,  and  you  wished  me  good -night  as  if  I 
had  been  a  perfect  stranger  I  Do  you  think  I 
will  bear  it  ?  No.  Even  a  worm  turns  when 
trodden  on,  but  I  am  not  a  worm,  and  it  breaks 
my  heart  to  be  trodden  on  by  yoii.  Nobody 
else  ever  dared  to  try.  Oh  !  I  wonder  if  that 
is  why. — Never  mind. — Come  round  the  verg 
instant  you  get  this.  Don't  fuss  about  hours, 
or  appearances,  or  what  the  servants  will  think. 
I  don't  mind,  and  I  am  sure  you  need  not.  If 
you  are  very  good,  and  I  see  you  in  an  hour, 
perhaps  I  won't  quarrel  with  you  after  all,  but 
remain  as  ever, 

*'  too  truly  yours, 

"Jane  de  Banier." 

They  write  themselves  into  good-humour, 
over  and  over  again.  There  is  no  such  safety- 
valve  for  a  woman  as  her  blotting-book,  and 
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the  compositions  that  do  them  most  good  are 
those  which  expect  but  do  not  require  answers. 
While  her  footman  dressed  himself,  went  to 
Mr.  Eoy's  lodgings,  not  a  quarter  of  a  mile, 
and  returned  therefrom,  which  took  him  the 
best  part  of  an  hour.  Lady  Jane  cooled  down 
to  a  reasonable  state  of  mind,  and  began  to 
contemplate  the  future  from  a  more  hopeful 
point  of  view.  It  was  not  her  nature  to 
despond,  and  since  her  girlhood,  she  was 
accustomed  to  place  great  reliance  on  the  only 
person  she  could  thoroughly  trust,  to  further 
her  own  interests,  to  wit.  Lady  Jane.  The 
footman,  feeling  in  so  far  a  free  agent  that  he 
was  not  yet  powdered  for  the  day,  returned 
leisurely  enough,  and  her  ladyship's  maid, 
likewise  with  great  deliberation,  took  up  her 
ladyship's  note  to  her  ladyship's  room. 

*'  What  is  this  ? "  exclaimed  the  mistress, 
turning  pale. 

"  If  you  please,  my  lady,"  answered  the 
maid,  ''  Mr.  Roy  was  gone." 

"  Gone ! " 
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"  Yes,  my  lady.  The  people  of  the  house 
said  he  left  no  address,  so  Charles  thought  he 
had  better  bring  the  note  back." 

*'  Charles  was  right.  That  will  do,  Flounce. 
I'll  ring  when  I  want  you."" 

She  tried  to  steady  her  voice,  and  thought 
she  had  succeeded,  but  Flounce,  a  romantic 
person,  not  much  fettered  by  an  uncertain 
engagement  to  a  distant  butler,  glanced  in  her 
face,  and  knew  as  well  as  we  do  that  her  lady 
had  received  a  grievous  hurt  in  those  regions 
her  maid  considered  most  susceptible  to  what 
she  was  pleased  to  call  "  a  disappointment  of 
the  affections." 

"  I  never  thought  much  of  Mr.  Eoy/'  she 
confided  to  her  housekeeper,  over  their  strong 
black  tea.  "  He's  not  at  all  the  sort  of  gentle- 
man as  I  should  have  chose,  not  for  7ni/  lady. 
No  h' ardour,  no  devotion.  Why  Fve  known 
him  keep  of  her  waiting  to  walk  out  with  him 
a  quarter  of  an  hour  and  more.  That's  not  a 
true-'arted  attachment,  Mrs.  RoUe,  never  think 
it !     I've  had  men,  and  so  have  you,  I  dare  say, 
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that  distracted  if  you  went  and  said  a  wry 
word  ;  they'd  be  off  to  strap  their  razors,  or  pay 
their  penny  at  Waterloo  Bridge,  a  most  before 
you'd  time  to  turn  round  and  make  it  up  ! " 

"  It's  best  to  kiss  and  be  friends,  when  you 
come  to  that,"  returned  Mrs.  Eolle,  an  elderly 
woman,  of  ample  proportions.  ''  If  my  lady 
seems  down-hearted-like,  i\liss  Flounce,  hadn't 
you  better  take  her  up  another  cup  of  tea  ?  " 

''  Down-hearted  "  is  no  word  to  express  her 
ladyship's  discomfiture.  Before  luncheon  she 
had  gone  through  more  vexation  than  falls  to 
the  lot  of  many  people  in  a  twelvemonth. 
With  a  certain  wilfulness,  that  formed  part  of 
her  character,  she  put  on  her  bonnet,  the 
prettiest  she  had,  and  went  unattended  to 
make  inquiries  at  Mr.  Roy's  domicile  for 
herself.  These  were  most  unsatisfactory.  He 
was  gone,  of  that  there  seemed  no  question. 
But  where?  Could  she  have  found  out,  she 
might  have  been  tempted  to  follow ;  but  even 
then,  to  what  good  result?  He  had  deceived 
and   compromised   her,  nobody  ever  behaved 
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worse,  he  was  a  villain  and  a  traitor,  yet  she 
could  get  no  redress !  The  world,  her  world, 
would  protest  it  served  her  right.  She  should 
have  waited  for  his  divorce,  and  kept  him  off 
till  he  was  really  free.  The  woman  ought 
never  to  be  in  the  greatest  hurry  of  the  two. 
With  her  experience,  she  might  have  known 
better,  and  in  her  childish  delight  at  finding 
something  to  care  for,  should  have  curbed  her 
feelings  before  they  were  allowed  to  carry  her 
too  far. 

"  I  should  like  to  lie  down  and  die,"  thought 
Lady  Jane,  "  or  at  least  to  go  to  bed  and  not 
get  up  till  the  day  after  to-morrow ;  but  I  am 
engaged  to  dinner  this  very  evening,  and  what 
will  people  think,  what  will  people  say,  when 
they  learn  that  he  is  gone  out  of  town,  if  I 
don't  show  myself  everywhere  ?  No ;  for  the 
children's  sake  I  must  make  an  efibrt.  That  is 
only  half  a  defeat  which  is  concealed  from  the 
world,  and  rather  than  see  myself  pitied  by 
Lady  Pandora,  I  would  be  broken  on  the  wheel 
with  a  smiling  face  !  " 
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So  her  lady  ship  went  to  dinner-parties  as 
usual,  in  a  selection  of  square-cut  dresses  that 
did  justice  to  all  her  attractions,  parr}dng 
inquiries  as  to  Mr.  Roy's  absence  with  an 
affected  knowledore  of  his  movements,  and  a 
cool  audacity,  that  did  not  the  least  impose  on 
her  friends.  She  looked  handsomer  than  ever, 
people  said ;  an  improvement  Lady  Pandora 
kindly  attributed  to  paint,  but  which  we  are 
inclined  to  believe  resulted  from  a  subdued 
restlessness,  that  brought  a  deeper  flush  to  her 
cheek  and  a  brighter  sparkle  to  her  eye.  She 
laughed  louder,  too,  it  was  observed,  and  she 
spoke  in  a  higher  voice  than  she  used,  while, 
to  quote  Lady  Pandora  once  more,  "  she  flirted 
worse  than  ever,  getting  men  about  her  of  all 
sorts  and  ages.  Dreadful,  my  dear,  really  I 
So  noisy,  so  manieree,  and  such  bad  style  !  " 

But  a  square  dinner-dress,  however  low  it 
may  be  cut,  and  however  liberal  a  view  it  may 
off'er  of  that  snowy  surface,  afi'ords  no  clue 
whatever  to  the  secrets  burning  within  a  lady's 
breast. 
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There  is  a  story,  verified,  I  have  been  told, 
by  medical  records,  of  a  man  who  wore  a  glass 
pane,  substituted  for  the  skin  and  outer 
coatings  of  his  stomach,  through  which  the 
inquisitive  might  observe — not,  I  should  think, 
without  apprehension  for  their  own  interiors — 
the  curious  process  of  digestion.  Such  a 
window  I  can  believe  most  startlinof  in  the 
stomach  —  but  imagine  one  in  the  breast! 
What  wonders  would  the  by-standers  behold ! 
what  contradictions,  giving  the  lie  direct  to 
the  smooth  brow  and  the  smiling  cheek  !  what 
envy,  hatred,  malice,  and  contempt,  where  the 
well-drilled  face  expressed  sympathy,  good- 
humour,  cordiality,  and  subservience  !  No  ! 
Under  such  conditions,  society  would  fall  to 
pieces  in  a  day.  We  had  better  remain  as  we 
are,  digest  our  food  as  best  we  can,  without 
revealing  bow  sadly  it  disagrees  with  us,  and 
hate  an  enemy — or  for  that  matter,  a  friend — 
without  flourishing  our  feelings  for  the  edifi- 
cation and  amusement  of  the  town. 

Nobody    kept     her     own     counsel     more 
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resolutely  than  Lady  Jane.  Soldiers  have . 
been  decorated  with  medals  and  clasps  for 
less  courage  than  she  displayed,  night  after 
night,  under  a  galling  fire  from  the  adversary, 
and  a  random  shot  ever}^-  now  and  then  from 
some  treacherous  ally.  There  are  martyrs  in 
the  worst  of  causes ;  and  for  those  who  admire 
endurance  and  self-command,  her  ladyship  was 
a  goodly  sight  as  she  moved  in  or  out  of  a 
drawing-room,  cool,  stately,  unabashed — like  a 
frigate  sailing  majestically  through  the  fire  of 
a  battery,  that  has  not  quite  succeeded  in 
getting  her  range. 

The  men  fiocked  round  her  by  scores,  more 
importunate,  more  attentive  than  ever.  Only 
a  woman — and  a  woman  who  had  been 
slighted — could  have  detected  in  her  manner 
a  shade  more  of  interest,  a  shade  less  of 
respect,  than  she  had  heretofore  considered 
her  due.  After  a  while  she  got  used  to  it, 
perhaps  even  liked  it;  but  at  first  it  was 
galling  in  the  extreme.  She  carried  her  head 
high,  though,  even  under  this  new  degradation, 
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and  allowed  nobody  to  see  by  ber  manner 
tbat  sbe  was  not  marching  proudly  to  victory 
rather  than  retiring  steadily  under  defeat. 

Yes  ;  she  could  not  disguise  it  from  herself. 
Like  every  woman  smarting  for  an  imprudence 
shared  between  them,  she  bad  to  bear  all  the 
man's  punishment  in  addition  to  her  own. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

YARD-ARM   TO    YARD-ARM. 

Moved  by  the  advice  of  his  nautical  friend, 
nautically  expressed,  Mr.  Eoy's  first  impulse 
was  to  "  cut  and  run "  beyond  the  bounds  of 
Britain,  putting  some  ten  leagues  of  salt-wa^er 
between  himself  and  one  of  the  ladies  he  had 
so  cruelly  wronged.  But  such  expatriation 
would  in  no  way  have  furthered  his  recon- 
ciliation with  the  other ;  and  the  dearest  w^ish 
of  his  heart,  as  the  spirits  at  Mrs.  Eccleston's 
seemed  to  have  guessed,  was  again  to  pay  his 
addresses,  in  hope  of  a  favourable  hearing,  to 
his  own  wife.  Under  these  circumstances  he 
bethought  himself  that  no  hiding-place  could 
be  so  secure  as  the  heart  of  London,  and 
removed  accordingly,  with  his  valet  and  effects, 
to  a  monster   hotel,  whence  he  took  a  fresh 
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departure  for  lodgings  on  a  second-floor, 
situated  considerably  to  the  east  of  Temple 
Bar.  Here  he  was  no  sooner  established  than 
he  proceeded  to  write  an  exceedingly  penitent 
letter,  imploring  Nelly's  forgiveness  for  past 
injustice,  and  promising,  as  Othello  always 
does  when  he  is  ashamed  of  himself,  never  to 
suspect  her  again.  This  done,  he  felt  assured 
that  by  return  of  post  he  would  receive  a  full 
and  free  pardon,  with  a  cordial  invitation  to 
the  Corner  Hotel,  Strand. 

But  his  letter,  perhaps  because  it  came 
straight  from  the  heart,  was  so  stiffly  and  even 
clumsily  worded,  that  Nelly's  pride  took  fire 
at  some  of  the  very  phrases  intended  to  convey 
extreme  contrition  and  remorse,  prompting  her 
to  write  back  such  an  answer  as  filled  him 
with  dismay.  He  had  never  calculated  on  her 
taking  the  higher  ground,  and  demurring  to  a 
reconciliation  with  him.  It  was  like  the  '^  I 
banish  you ! "  of  Coriolanus ;  and  he  felt  it 
even  more  richly  deserved. 

She  wrote  temperately,  nay,  kindly;  ab- 
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jured  all  feelings  of  malice  and  irritation, 
laying  great  stress  on  her  disinclination  to 
enter  into  the  subject  of  her  own  suflferings, 
or  her  own  wrongs.  But  how  was  she  ever  to 
trust  him  again?  How  could  she  run  the 
chance  of  seeing  her  life's  happiness  once  more 
shattered  at  a  blow,  without  a  hope  of  defend- 
ing herself? — nay,  her  reputation  blasted  by 
the  very  man  who  ought  to  protect  it  from  the 
lightest  breath  of  shame  ?  There  were  certain 
illusions  that,  once  dispelled,  could  never  be 
restored.  A  woman's  love  must  not  be  put 
off  like  an  old  dress,  or  changed  for  a  newer  at 
the  fancy  of  the  wearer.  No  man,  probably, 
could  be  made  to  understand  how  precious  it 
was,  how  unchanging,  and  how  eternal.  She 
felt  no  shame  in  confessing  that  she  would 
always  care  for  him  to  whom  she  had  plighted 
her  faith  at  the  altar,  but  (underlined  with 
vigorous  emphasis)  nothing  could  undo  the 
past,  and  it  would  be  better  for  them  never  to 
meet  again.  Though  she  had  been  insufficient 
for  his  happiness,  she  would  pray  for  it  night 
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and  day.  Though  she  would  never  more  look 
in  his  dear  face,  she  would  ask  his  permission 
(under-lined  again)  to  sign  herself,  now  and 
always,  his  true  and  loving  wife,  Elinor 
Eoy. 

That  our  friend  was  no  great  judge  of  the 
other  sex  I  need  hardly  observe  at  this  stage 
of  my  narrative.  Few  men  could  be  less 
capable  of  reading  between  the  lines,  in  such  a 
letter  as  has  been  quoted  above  ;  and  when  he 
sent  for  his  adviser,  Brail,  post-haste,  to  come 
and  counsel  him  under  this  crushing  defeat, 
the  sailor  fairly  laughed  in  his  face. 

"  I  can't  make  out  their  signals,"  said  he, 
*'  in  a  general  way,  for  IVe  not  served  my  time 
with  the  women  yet,  and  I  hope  I  never  may ; 
but  if  this  doesn't  mean  ^  clear  for  action ! ' 
I'm  a  Dutchman.  Why,  man,  you  should  never 
have  written  at  all.  Wliat's  the  use  of  a  letter 
when  you  can  go  and  speak  for  yourself  ?  No, 
no.  I'm  a  green  hand  enough,  but  I  think  I 
have  learned  this  much,  that,  wife  or  no  wife, 
manoeuvring   is  only  so  much   time   wasted. 
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Yard-arm  to  yard-arm.  That's  the  way  to  do 
it,  and  let  the  best  man  win  !  " 

*'Then  I'll  call  this  very  afternoon;  but 
how  if  the  waiter  won't  let  me  in  ?  " 

"  Knock  him  into  next  week.  It  shows 
energy,  and  shell  see  you're  in  earnest ! " 

"  I  suppose  I  had  better,"  answered  Eoy ; 
reflecting,  however,  that  it  would  be  rather 
hard  on  the  waiter. 

"And  now,"  continued  he,  ^ith  the  stiff, 
reserved  manner  it  was  his  nature  to  assume 
when  deeply  moved,  ''  I  have  never  had  an 
opportunity  of  thanking  you  for  all  your  kind- 
ness.    Is  there  anything  I  can  do  in  return  ?  " 

"  Yes,  there  is ! "  answered  the  other. 
"  rU  be  frank  with  you.  I'm  in  shoal  water 
myself.  And  yet  I  don't  know.  She's  far  too 
good  for  me.    I  suppose  I  ought  to  give  it  up  !  " 

"Don't  do  that,"  said  Eoy  kindly.  "At 
least,  not  if  it's  Miss  Bruce." 

"Miss  Bruce  it  is!"  replied  the  sailor, 
with  a  blush  on  his  brown  face  that,  had  it 
overtaken  him  in   the  ward-room,  he   would 
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never  have  heard  the  last  of  from  his  mess- 
mates. "  If  you  could  put  in  a  good  word  for 
me  with  Sir  Hector,  do  you  think  I  should 
have  a  chance  ?  " 

John  Roy,  for  all  answer,  scanned  this 
comely  suitor  from  top  to  toe  with  a  meaning 
smile. 

"  What  are  you  laughing  at  ? "  asked  the 
latter. 

"  I  was  thinking  of  your  own  advice. 
Nobody  can  put  it  in  practice  better  than 
yourself.  I  will  do  all  I  can  for  you,  of  course, 
but  go  to  the  young  lady's  house,  try  to  see 
her  alone,  and  then  yard-arm  to  yard-arm ! 
I  have  no  doubt  the  best  man  will  win  ! " 

In  pursuance  of  this  sage  counsel,  Mr. 
Brail,  who  had  got  himself  up  splendidly  for 
the  occasion,  proceeded  with  a  beating  heart 
towards  the  town  residence  of  Sir  Hector  Bruce, 
devoutly  hoping  that  Roy  had  been  as  good  as 
his  word,  and  that  he  would  have  no  stronger 
resistance  to  encounter  than  might  be  offered 
by  the  young  lady  herself. 
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Even  Hester's  scruples,  however,  he  grew 
less  and  less  sanguine  of  conquering  the  nearer 
he  approached  her  domicile,  for  with  the 
customary  perversity  of  true  love,  he  over- 
rated the  value  of  his  idol,  in  proportion  as  he 
depreciated  his  own. 

Can  we  wonder  that  he  "  stood  off-and-on," 
as  he  called  it,  walking  up  and  do^vTi,  and 
traversing  the  street  several  times,  before  he 
found  courage  to  knock  at  the  well-known 
door,  or  that,  when  it  was  opened,  he  felt  for 
one  cowardly  moment  it  would  be  a  relief  to 
learn  Miss  Bruce  was  not  at  home ! 

Following  the  servant  up-stairs,  like  a  man 
in  a  dream,  he  was  conscious  of  a  vague,  stupid 
wonder  how  he  should  come  down  again. 
Whether  as  the  happiest  man  that  ever 
stepped,  or  as  a  poor,  unlucky  devil,  without 
a  hope  or  a  fear  left  in  the  world  ! 

Notwithstanding  its  romance,  the  sensation 
reminded  him  a  little  of  his  first  visit  to  a 
dentist. 

But  no  sooner  was  he  through  the  drawing- 
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room  door,  and  fairly  in  her  presence,  tlian  the 
sight  of  the  girl  he  loved,  dispelled  as  it  always 
did  the  forebodings  and  misgivings  that  had 
haunted  him  so  cruelly.  Even  diffidence 
became  absorbed  in  admiration,  and  all  other 
feelings  were  lost  in  a  sense  of  irrational 
delight  only  to  be  near  her  once  more.  When 
she  rose — a  radiant  vision  with  blue  ribbons  in 
her  dress — and  gave  him  her  slim,  white  hand, 
he  felt  perfectly  composed  and  happy,  even 
while  admitting  it  was  impossible  such  an 
angel  could  ever  be  his  own ! 

He  hardly  dared  look  her  in  the  face,  she 
seemed  so  beautiful.  Perhaps  that  was  why 
he  failed  to  notice  the  shifting  colour,  the 
deepened  eyes,  the  trembling  of  the  delicate 
mouth  and  chin,  that  told  their  own  tale. 

Neither  of  them  could  subsequently  have 
given  an  account  of  their  conversation.  I 
imagine  they  talked  about  the  weather,  and 
the  opera,  and  somebody's  ball,  unconsciously 
and  without  attaching  the  slightest  meaning 
to   any  one  word   they  said.      Presently,  the 
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shuttle-cock  fell  dead  between  two  such 
pre-occujDied  players,  and  an  awkward  silence 
ensued  that  neither  found  courage  to  break. 
The  ship  was  becalmed,  as  it  were,  and  lay 
such  a  log  on  the  water,  she  had  not  even 
steerage- way ! 

Brail's  pulses  were  beating  hard,  his  lip 
twitched,  and  his  strong  nerves  thrilled  like  a 
girl's !  If  Miss  Bruce  betrayed  less  discom- 
posure, it  was  because  she  kept  her  head  bent 
OA^er  some  embroidery,  stitching  with  an 
industry  beyond  praise ;  but  I  believe  she 
unpicked  most  of  the  work  next  day. 

In  such  cases,  though  undoubtedly  he  ought, 
the  gentleman  does  not  always  speak  first. 

"Have  you — have  you  chanced  to  see 
anything  of  Mr.  Eoy,  lately  ? "  asked  Hester, 
turning  to  sort  the  silks  in  her  work-basket, 
with  a  transparent  aflfectation  of  unconcern. 
The  question  brought  him  two  feet  nearer  at 
once,  and  it  is  but  justice  to  state  that  when 
fairly  yard-arm  to  yard-arm,  he  opened  fire 
without  delay. 
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"Seen  Mr.  Eoy?"  lie  repeated,  "I  have 
seen  nothing  else.  I  never  left  him,  Miss 
Bruce,  till  he  returned  to  his  duty.  I  did 
everything  you  told  me.  I  ask  nothing  better 
than  to  do  everything  you  tell  me  for  the  rest 
of  my  life  ! '' 

"  Are  you  so  obedient  ?  I  had  no  idea  you 
were  so  much  afraid  of  me." 

"You  must  have  seen  it.  Ive  been  the 
biggest  coward  in  that  way  ever  since  the  first 
time  I  met  you  at  the  Horticultural  Gardens. 
I  dare  say  you  have  forgotten  all  about  it  ? " 

No  answer. 

"  I  haven't.  I  never  shall !  You  were 
rigged  out  in  a  white  dress  and  had  hoisted 
your  favourite  colours.  You  told  me  they 
were  !     Sailor's  blue — deep  and  true  ! " 

"  I  think  I  remember.  You  said  you  liked 
blue." 

"I  said  no  more  than  the  truth,  and  not 
half  so  much  as  I  thought.  Somehow  I  never 
can  say  as  much  as  I  want  to  i/oil* 

"  That  dress  was  rather  a  favourite  of  mine. 
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Do  you  know  I've  got  it  still  ?  Directly  we 
were  introduced,  I  felt  sure  you  would  admire 
it,  being  a  sailor." 

"  How  did  you  know  I  was  a  sailor  ? " 

"By  tlie  way  you  carried  your  hands 
dangling  outwards — so — as  if  they  were  ready 
to  do  anything.  Able  and  willing,  you  know. 
I  always  liked  sailors  !  " 

They  were  willing  enough  now,  those 
brown,  able  hands.  They  caught  one  of  hers 
in  their  manly  grasp,  with  infinite  tenderness 
and  delicacy,  but  yet  so  firmly  as  to  claim  it 
for  their  own,  and  when  they  had  captured 
their  prisoner,  lifted  it,  resisting  faintly,  to  a 
pair  of  eager  lips. 

Need  I  go  on  ?  Surely  a  lady  thus  fettered 
considers  herself  no  longer  a  free  agent,  and 
must  make  the  best  terms  she  can.  How 
Miss  Bruce  expressed  submission — whether  she 
hauled  her  flag  down,  or  sheered  ofi*  to  leeward, 
or  practised  any  such  manoeuvres  of  the  van- 
quished— I  decline  to  say,  but  for  the  next 
half-hour  or  so,  there  is  no  doubt,  she  carried 
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a  red  ensign  at  tlie  fore !  Had  tlie  weather 
necessitated  coals,  and  had  the  footman 
brought  them  in,  with  stealthy  footfall,  he 
would  have  seen  his  young  mistress  sitting 
contentedly  on  the  sofa,  with  her  head  against 
a  broad,  honest  shoulder,  and  a  strong,  honest 
arm  encircling  her  waist.  The  work-basket, 
clumsily  enough,  had  contrived  to  get  itself 
upset,  and  the  embroidery,  with  a  needle 
sticking  upright,  lay  tumbled  on  the  floor. 

What  do  people  talk  about  when  they  have 
just  become  engaged  ?  Happily  nobody  knows. 
They  cannot  remember  themselves,  and  are 
seldom  overheard,  as  such  conversations  are 
invariably  carried  on  in  whispers.  I  fancy 
that  even  in  these  moments  of  rapture,  as  in 
most  earthly  enjoyment,  much  of  the  pleasure 
consists  in  retrospection.  ''When  did  you 
first  begin  to  think  you  liked ^^^.^"  "When 
did  you  first  begin  to  think  /  liked  t/ou  ? " 
"  Do  you  remember  when  I  danced  with  the 
captain  ? ''  "  Have  you  forgotten  how  vexed 
I  was  about  the  flower  ? " — and  so  on — and  so 
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on.  There  is  not  miicli  sense  in  it.  The 
faculty  man  calls  Eeason  has  totally  absented 
itself;  the  power  man  calls  Folly  reigns 
supreme,  and  yet,  I  ask  each  and  all  of  you 
who  have  waged  the  common  venture,  who 
have  '' geleht  und gelieht^'  whether  these  are  not 
the  moments  when  weak  mortality  is  most 
convinced  it  possesses  an  immortal  soul. 

To  "see  papa  in  the  library"  seems  rather 
a  come-down,  after  flights  like  these ;  yet  for 
suitors  of  such  girls  as  Miss  Bruce,  it  is  an 
inevitable  sequel.  Brail,  agitated  and  anxious, 
while  supremely  happy,  wondered  how  Sir 
Hector  could  be  so  composed.  The  old  man's 
hand  was  cool,  his  brow  serene,  and  he  bowed 
his  visitor  into  a  chair  without  the  slightest 
symptom  of  emotion.  But  then,  though  very 
fond  of  Hester,  he  was  not  in  love  with  her, 
and  it  seemed,  moreover,  that  he  had  not  been 
taken  wholly  unawares. 

Eoy  having  fulfilled  his  promise,  the  father 
had  found  time  to  consider  the  pretensions  and 
general  character  of  the  man  who  was  going  to 
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ask  his  daughter  of  him  as  a  wife.  In  the 
library  they  were  closeted  for  more  than  an 
hour,  and  at  the  end  of  that  time  Brail  scarcely 
knew  whether  he  was  accepted  or  not.  The 
pros  and  cons  seemed  so  many,  and  must  be 
so  exhaustively  treated.  The  want  of  fortune, 
the  hazardous  profession,  were  such  grave 
objections.  But,  on  the  other  hand,  Hesters 
happiness  should  be  the  first  consideration, 
though  young  people  did  not  always  know 
their  own  minds,  and  Mr.  Brail's  personal 
character  was  so  wholly  unimpeachable,  that — 
in  short,  there  was  a  great  deal  to  be  said  on 
both  sides,  and  nothing  must  be  done  in  a 
hurry.  Sir  Hector  was  getting  infirm  and  felt 
fatigued,  he  would  not  detain  his  visitor  any 
longer,  but,  perhaps,  if  Mr.  Brail  had  no  better 
engagement,  he  would  dine  with  them  to-day 
at  eight  sharp.  A  little  family  party  of  three. 
Nobody  but  themselves !  How  could  Mr. 
Brail  have  a  better  engagement  ?  He  had  no 
fears  now.  The  very  footman  who  let  him  out 
seemed  to  look  on  him  as  one  of  themselves. 


CHAPTEE   XX. 

WELCOME     HOME. 

"  What  a  rum  fellow  Fitzowen  is !  He 
promised  to  come  to  Norway  with  us,  and 
now  that  the  yacht  is  ready,  sails  bent,  and 
stores  on  board — hang  him !  he  throw^s  me 
over  at  the  last  moment !  " 

The  speaker,  a  ruddy,  square-built  person- 
age, wearing  his  hat  very  much  aslant,  who 
stood  in  his  club-window,  looking  thoroughly 
aggrieved,  threw  out  the  above  remark  as  a 
bait  for  general  sympathy. 

"Fitz  was  always  slippery,"  observed  one 
of  the  circle.  "  But  it  isn't  his  fault  this  time, 
poor  devil !  He's  gone  a  mucker.  I  always 
said  he  would,  and  now  he  is  forced  to  bolt ! " 

"  Money  ? " 

"  Money.     Or  rather  bills.     No  fellow  can 
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stand  sixty  per  cent.  It  would  break  the 
Eothschilds." 

"You re  all  wrong,"  interrupted  a  third 
gossip,  who  prided  himself  on  the  accuracy  of 
his  information.  "  It  has  nothins^  to  do  with 
money.  It's  the  other  thing.  Fitz  has  been 
refused,  and  is  so  astonished,  he  has  fled  the 
country." 

''  Kefused !  Then  women  are  not  all  such 
fools  as  I  thoug;ht.     Who  is  the  wise  viro^in  ? " 

*•'  Miss  Bruce.  Eather  a  good-looking  virgin, 
and  an  heiress.  No  wonder  Fitz  feels  it.'  He 
was  getting  deuced  hard -up." 

"I  thought  no  English  girl  with  money 
ever  refused  an  Irishman  without ! " 

"Fitz  isn't  an  Irishman.  Only  an  Irish 
peer." 

"Then  that  accounts  for  it.  I  suppose 
he'll  sell  his  horses.  I  shouldn't  mind  having 
the  bay  mare.     Where  is  he  off  to  ?  " 

"  Sicily — Kamschatka — Madagascar — the 
Levant — Wherever  fellows  do  go  when  they 
can't  pay  up." 
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He  couldn't  have  started  for  all  these 
places,  and  was,  indeed,  no  further  off  than 
County  Galway,  where  he  owned  a  property, 
that  as  yet  he  had  never  seen,  but  now  deter- 
mined to  visit  with  certain  vague  ideas  of 
becoming  a  judicious  landlord,  a  respectable 
country  gentleman,  and  doing  some  little  good 
in  his  generation. 

Morally,  our  friend  had  sustained  what  we 
may  call  "  a  shake."  All  his  preconceived 
notions  as  to  the  ends  and  aims  of  life  seemed 
to  have  chans^ed.  It  was  beorinnino;  to  dawn 
on  him,  that  a  human  being,  even  a  good- 
looking  young  nobleman,  with  an  Irish  peerage, 
might  have  been  put  into  this  world  for  more 
useful  purposes  than  to  eat  a  certain  number 
of  dinners,  wear  out  a  certain  number  of  boots, 
and  lay  siege  to  a  certain  number  of  hearts, 
not  very  well  worth  winning  after  all ! 

Like  Byron's  sample -peer,  he  had 


"  Loved  his  love  and  gained  his  gaming  :  " 
so  it  occurred  to  him  he  would  stop  at  that 
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point  without  fulfilling  the  remainder  of  the 
programme.  He  had  been  more  than  startled, 
he  had  been  put  to  utter  shame  and  confusion, 
when  he  found  that  one  of  the,  weak  and 
frivolous  sex  he  had  been  accustomed  to  count 
as  alternately  tyrants  and  victims,  was  capable 
of  shaping  her  conduct,  not  by  expediency  and 
caprice,  but  on  high  moral  principles  of  abstract 
right  and  wrong.  The  man  had  a  fund  of 
chivalry  and  generosity  in  his  nature,  if  one 
could  only  get  at  it,  and  when  Mrs.  Eoy 
appealed  to  his  sense  of  honour  and  duty,  she 
touched  the  right  chord.  For  the  first  time, 
he  experienced  a  purer  and  nobler  sentiment 
than  the  longing  he  had  hitherto  mistaken  for 
Love,  and  was  proud  to  feel  capable  of  self- 
denial  and  self-sacrifice  on  behalf  of  a  woman 
he  resolved  never  to  see  again.  '^  She  is  in  a 
false  position,^^  he  said  to  himself,  ''  and  so  am 
I.  While  we  live  in  the  same  town,  large  as 
it  is,  there  must  always  be  an  off-chance  of 
our  meeting,  and  I  cannot  answer  for  myself  if 
I  am  to  see  those  deep  grey  eyes  again  !     No. 
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I  will  not  tliwart  her  on  the  path  of  right. 
She  is  so  good ;  she  deserves  to  be  happy,  and 
happy  I  pray  that  she  may  be,  even  if  she 
must  needs  go  back  to  the  husband  who  never 
was  half  worthy  of  her,  who  could  suspect  her 
without  cause,  desert  her  without  scruple,  and 
console  himself  with  such  a  bundle  of  affectation 
as  Lady  Jane  ! '' 

So  he  sought  distraction  from  Nelly's 
haunting  image  in  the  volubility  of  his  Irish 
tenants,  or  the  prolixity  of  his  Scotch  agent, 
and  while  perched  on  a  seven-foot  bank, 
watching  his  plausible  labourers  working  as 
if  the  tools  burned  their  fingers,  he  little 
dreamed  how  happy  she  really  was  in  her  old 
home. 

The  yard-arm  to  yard-arm  tactics  had 
succeeded  with  Mrs.  Key  as  with  Miss  Bruce. 
After  a  sharp  encounter  on  the  stairs,  during 
which  Mrs.  Phipps  told  him  some  home-truths, 
and  was  only  disarmed  by  his  humble  acknow- 
ledgment that  he  had  been  \\Tong  from  first  to 
last,  the  penitent  husband  obtained  access  to 
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his  wife,  and  was  allowed  to  plead  his  cause, 
with  a  success  that  can  never  be  doubtful 
when  judge  and  jury  are  predisposed  in  favour 
of  the  defendant.  His  arguments,  even  if  not 
logical,  must  have  been  convincing,  for  scarce 
twenty-four  hours  elapsed  before  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Koy  were  established,  as  for  a  second 
honeymoon,  in  the  happy  shelter  of  Koyston 
Grange. 

And  here  I  think  Nelly  showed  that  tact 
which  constitutes  so  important  an  element  of 
government,  and  in  which  women  are  so 
seldom  deficient.  "  If  you  please,  dear,"  she 
murmured,  while  her  husband  gave  her  a  kiss 
of  welcome,  the  instant  she  re-entered  her  own 
drawing-room,  "I  have  a  great  favour  to  ask." 

"Favour,"  he  repeated.  "How  can  I 
refuse  you  anything?  I  shall  never  be  able 
to  make  amends  for  being  such  a  brute !  " 

"  Hush  !  You  are  never  to  say  that  again. 
And  you  promise  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  promise  !  I'll  swear  to  do  it 
now,  before  I  know  what  it  is  !  " 
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"  You're  a  darKng !  Well,  then,  I'm  going 
to  ask  you.  Never,  never  under  any  provoca- 
tion allude  to  the  misery  and  misunderstandings 
of  the  last  few  months  1  It  kills  me  to  think 
of  them.  I  was  in  the  wrong,  and  I  cannot 
bear  to  be  reminded  of  it !  " 

'*  You !     In  the  wrong  ! '' 

''  Yes,  I  was !  I  ouo-ht  not  to  have  been 
so  hard,  so  hasty.  I  ought  never  to  have 
quarrelled  without  giving  you  an  opportunity 
of  making  up." 

"  Nelly  !  you  are  simply  an  angel.  There 
is  no  more  to  be  said." 

But  he  turned  and  walked  to  the  window, 
whence  he  looked  out  on  the  flower-beds, 
running  their  colours  into  each  other  with 
strange  confusion,  as  seen  through  his  rising 
tears. 

Mrs.  Koy  occupied  herself  with  her  furniture, 
passing  from  this  article  to  that  with  almost 
childish  delight,  while  she  inspected  one  thing 
to  be  sure  that  it  had  been  dusted,  and  another 
that  it  had  not  been  broken.     As  his  young 
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trees  to  a  landed  proprietor,  so  are  the  orna- 
ments of  her  drawing-room  to  a  lady  who 
loves  home.  She  can  detect  at  a  glance  the 
least  speck  of  dust,  the  most  trifling  change  of 
position,  the  slightest  tampering  with  these 
her  domestic  treasures,  and  is  no  less  intolerant 
of  a  careless  housemaid,  than  her  husband 
would  be  of  an  inexperienced  forester  too 
ready  with  the  axe. 

"They've  taken  pretty  good  care  of  my 
things,"  said  Nelly,  in  the  calm,  pleasant  tones 
he  remembered  so  well.  "That  is  Susan's 
doing,  I'm  sure.  You  were  quite  right  to 
keep  her  on,  for  the  girl  understands  her 
business.  Now  I  must  go  and  look  round 
up-stairs.  I  shall  not  feel  thoroughly  at  home 
till  I've  put  my  bonnet  straight  before  my  own 
glass!" 

But  here  a  surprise  awaited  her,  and  of  a 
very  pleasant  nature.  John  Roy,  following  to 
the  door  of  her  bedroom,  felt  his  heart  thrill  to 
hear  the  exclamation  she  was  unable  to  suppress. 
Everything,  even  to  the  pins  in  the  pincushion, 
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was  exactly  as  she  had  left  it  on  that  ill-omened 
day  in  March,  when  she  took  her  last  look  of 
the  dear  chamber  she  never  hoped  to  see  again. 
It  seemed  like  a  dream ;  she  could  not  believe 
she  had  been  absent  more  than  an  hour,  and 
she  turned  her  sweet  face  on  her  husband,  with 
a  iudicrous  expression  of  astonishment  and 
delight. 

Then  she  flung  herself  into  his  arms,  half 
laughing,  half  crying,  and  sobbed  out — 

"  This  can't  be  Susan's  doing,  too.  My 
darling,  my  darliug,  you  have  been  kinder  to 
•me  than  I  deserve." 

"  That  would  be  impossible,  Nelly,"  he 
answered  gravely,  "but  I  am  glad  you  are 
pleased  with  this  little  fancy  of  mine.  Before 
I  left  home  I  gave  strict  orders  that  nothing 
should  be  changed  here  on  any  pretence.  I 
wanted  it  to  look  like  home  for  you  if  you 
came  back." 

"And  suppose  I  had  never  come  back?  " 

"  I  left  orders  in  that  case,  too.  The  room 
was  to  be  locked  up,  and  nobody  should  have 
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used  it  again,  till  another  proprietor  came  to 
live  at  Koyston  Grange." 

Nelly  was  perfectly  happy  now,  for  she 
knew  that  wayward,  unjust  as  he  had  been, 
he  must  have  loved  her  in  spite  of  all. 

She  pressed  her  forehead  hard  against  his 
breast,  and  then  looked  fondly  up  in  his  face. 

"  But  you  didn't  marry  a  lady,  you  know," 
she  murmured.  "  Will  you  never  be  sorry  for 
that  again  ?  " 

"  A  lady  !  "  he  repeated,  and  she  could  not 
doubt  the  answer  came  straight  from  his  heart. 
"  Why,  Nelly,  you  are  the  best  and  highest  of 
ladies.  A  true,  loving  woman,  far  above  rubies, 
and  more  precious  than  the  finest  gold  !  " 


THE   END. 
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